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As a district nurse, perhaps Rosabel should have been tolerant of 
everyone who came her way—but really, what was she to make of 
the odd newcomer, Robert Carr? And why should he be occupying 
so much of her thoughts? 



CHAPTER ONE 


Robert Carver swore softly under his breath as he turned the last 
corner and saw the long straight village street stretching out before 
him. It was so obviously the dead end he had suspected it might 
prove to be. He shifted the worn knapsack to try and ease his 
aching shoulders before drifting over towards the wall which 
bordered one side of the road. 

The river ran parallel with the road and lapped at mud banks 
beneath him. He guessed that at high tide the water would reach 
half-way up the wall on which he was leaning. He cursed himself 
again for a fool. Three miles back he had suspected that he had 
taken the wrong road. He should have asked his way then. Now he 
felt almost too tired to take another step, and it wasn't as though he 
hadn't been warned. There was no point in leading this kind of life 
if he forgot the object of the exercise and overtaxed himself. 

A few minutes later he straightened up and looked around. He 
certainly couldn't walk back to where he’d taken the wrong turning 
this evening. It was too late. He wore no-watch, but he judged the 
time to be about seven-thirty. If he was going to find somewhere to 
stay the night he'd better start looking right away. 

He turned his back on the wall and looked across the narrow 
country road to the cliff which rose sharply on the opposite side. It 
was thickly wooded with firs of various kinds, but he could see a 
gateway farther along and he made his way across the road again. 
A small wooden arrow pointed upwards with the words 'The Golf 
Hotel' printed in neat white capitals. 'Not for me!' Robert remarked 
below his breath. He was in no shape to climb the steep zigzag 
footpath to which the arrow pointed. 



He began to walk slowly on down the road. First he came to a row 
of terraced cottages, their backs snugly fitting almost into the cliff 
face. Then came a small petrol station and garage, followed by the 
village pub, standing alone, snowcemmed a clean-looking yellow 
shade and with just enough room for two or three cars to pull in off 
the road. 

No popular country call-in, this, he noted as he walked past. Now 
the cliff on his left hand was becoming a little less steep. Here it 
only just cleared the roofs of the next six houses, the end one of 
which was obviously the village post office. After these came a 
six-foot wall. Peering over it, Robert could see a pleasant garden. 
The house to which it belonged was a good deal larger than the 
others and there was a brass plate on the iron gate guarding steps 
leading to a porched front door. 

As Robert walked slowly by, he noticed the house was joined by a 
stone archway to another building, which must once have served 
as a coach house. Under the archway a cream-coloured Mini was 
parked, its bonnet pointing towards the road. The only other 
buildings were the village shop with a wooden storehouse behind 
it. Emporium would be a better word, Robert decided. Judging by 
the hotchpotch in the window, they sold everything from ice¬ 
cream to firelighters. Further along there were only the boats, 
some drawn up almost to the edge of the road where it began to 
peter out into a dirt track alongside the river. 

Robert stopped and mbbed a hand wearily across his eyes. Nothing 
for it but to go back to the pub and ask if there was anywhere to 
put up for the night. He was almost opposite the house with the 
brass plate when the dizziness hit him. Through a swirling black 
mist he managed to find the gateway and almost fell into a sitting 
position on the second step. 



As he did so the door behind him opened and a girl's clear voice 
said, 'Surgery is over. Can you come back tomorrow?’ 

Quite conscious but beyond replying, he became aware that a car 
had roared to a standstill outside the gate and a moment later a 
hand pressed his head further between his legs. A voice above him 
said, 'Okay, Rosie. I'll handle this.’ 

From nearer at hand Robert heard the girl remark 'Drunk, is he?’ 
and then the hand was removed from the back of his head and felt 
in the pocket of his jacket where he had been trying to extricate the 
box of pills. One was slipped between his lips and a man's voice 
said, ’Take it easy. As soon as you feel better we'll go into the 
surgery.’ 

A couple of minutes later Robert stirred and began to heave 
himself slowly to his feet. Immediately a hand came under his arm 
and helped him into an upright position. He looked into the face of 
the tall man standing beside him and smiled ruefully. 

'Sorry about that. Thank you for your help. I'm perfectly all right 
again now.’ 

The hand urged him up the steps. 'I think a few minutes on the 
couch in my surgery wouldn't come amiss. I’d like to have a look 
at you before you go on your way. Incidentally, I'm the doctor 
hereabouts. Name's Fairbairn.’ 

At that moment the cream Mini sped out from under the archway 
and stopped in front of the gate. 

'Sure you can manage, Peter?’ The girl's eyes were on the figure 
propped by her brother's arm. The attire was shabby. The hair, 
though not long by some standards, had obviously not seen a 



barber's scissors for six to eight weeks, and the man had certainly 
not shaved today. 

At the sound of her voice, both men had turned their heads. Robert 
noted a neat uniform coat and a blue cap framing a vivid face lit by 
dark eyes. His companion answered, 'Quite sure. Don't waste any 
more time, Rose. You're going to Mrs. Wylie's, I take it?’ 

The girl grinned through the window as she put the car in gear. 
'Yes, and you're right. I'd better be off. Like time, Mrs. Wylie 
waits for no man,' and the little car shot off in a cloud of dust and 
gravel. 

As the sound of the engine faded into the distance, the two men 
went up the steps and into the house. When Peter Fairbaim had 
seen his unusual patient on to the surgery couch he excused 
himself and went down the hall into the large living-room at the 
back of the house. A handsome grey-haired woman was sitting 
knitting on the settee. There was a girl of some ten summers 
sprawling on the floor reading a book and another, a little older, 
sitting at the table apparently wrestling with a mathematical 
problem judging by the way she was screwing up her face and 
counting on the fingers of one hand. Looking up, she spotted her 
father at the door. 'Oh, goody, Dad! You're back. What's eight 
sevens? Gran says she can't remember.’ 

Peter grinned. 'You ought to know by now, Jen. Fifty-six. Isa, can 
you rustle up a pot of tea? I've a customer in the surgery who looks 
as if he could do with one.' 

Isabel McCulloch laid her knitting aside and got up at once. She 
had given up her own home and come here to keep house when her 
daughter June had died eight years ago. As Peter stood aside to let 
her pass she inquired, 'Could he manage a sandwich as well?’ He 



nodded, fingering his ear-lobe as he frequently did when trying to 
work out a perplexing problem. After he had closed the door he 
went into the hall and opened a tall cupboard. In the bottom untidy 
piles of magazines and medical journals stood in rows. He opened 
several before a grunt of satisfaction indicated he had come across 
the one he was looking for. Tucking it under his arm, Peter closed 
the cupboard and went back to the surgery. 

As he opened the door, the man on the couch sat up and swung his 
legs to the ground. 'There's a cup of tea on the way. I daresay you 
could do with it,’ Peter said as he sat down behind his desk. 

The man ran a hand across his eyes and, getting up, walked over 
and sat down in the patient's chair across the desk from Peter 
Fairbairn. 'It's very good of you. I feel I've been rather a lot of 
bother already,’ he began. 'Sorry to pick your front doorstep to 
have a blackout.’ 

’Perhaps it’s as well you did,’ Peter replied, and pushed the opened 
journal across the desk so that it lay before his patient. The man 
glanced down for a moment and then up again quickly to meet 
Peter's eyes. 

'You must have an infernally good memory,’ the man said, 
'because I don't think we’ve ever met.' 

’No, but quite apart from that,’ Peter pointed a long finger at the 
photograph and paragraph on the open page, 'I have heard quite a 
lot about you from Chuff Whittaker from time to time.’ 

The man smiled. 'Oh yes, Chuff. He’s married to a cousin of mine. 
Great chap. Where is he now? I haven't heard from him for ages.' 

Peter grinned and taking the journal up again, pushed it into a 
drawer. ’That surprises me because he's out in the Far East at the 



moment isolating rare bugs,' he said. 'He decided to do tropical 
medicine after his last stint as a hospital registrar.' As Robert made 
no comment Peter continued, 'Talking about rare bugs, where are 
you making for at the moment? I shouldn't have thought if you're 
headed north that strenuous hikes over our Scottish mountains 
would be quite the thing.' 

The man smiled. He fiddled for a moment with a paperweight on 
the desk before replying. 'Nowhere in particular really. I did 
originally think I'd look up an old aunt in Ayr. It seemed as good a 
place to make for as any. But she doesn't know I'm on the road, 
and if I never arrive it wouldn't matter. I got my general directions 
a bit mixed, I'm afraid.' 

Peter rubbed a hand over his hair. 'Yes, you are a bit off course in 
this little backwater, but it would be just the place to stay if you've 
time to kill.' 

'Another three months or so before I have to see Sir William 
again.' 

'In that case I've a suggestion to make. Why don't you stay here? 
It's ideal for gentle, rambling walks, fresh sea air, and if you don't 
mind a lack of luxury you're welcome to use the room over our 
garage until August. My sister Rosabel had it made shipshape for 
herself and my two daughters to sleep in when the relatives 
descend on us during the summer holidays. It's fairly comfortable. 
We put in water and electricity, although as I say, it's not the Ritz 
by any means.' 

The man was looking wearier than ever. 'I couldn't possibly 
impose...' he began. 

'Nonsense. Stay tonight anyway,' Peter replied swiftly. 'You're in 
no fir state to go any further today and I don't know where else you 



could put up in Bannford. I happen to know our one and only hotel 
is full with a big party of business men from Lancaster and they 
don't let rooms at the pub.' 

'In that case, thank you, I'd be ...' and he broke off as the door 
opened and Isabel McCulloch came in carrying a tray. 

Both men rose as she entered the room. She smiled as she put the 
tray down, her eyes on the stranger still standing beside the desk. 
'This is Robert Car ...' Peter hesitated, then went on smoothly. 
'Robert Carr, Isa. He'll be staying in the "flat" for a while.' Then, 
'This is my mother-in-law, Mrs. McCulloch. She keeps the house, 
me and the family in order.' 

Isa McCulloch smiled and held out her hand. After a second's 
pause, the man shook it, murmuring a greeting. Isa said over her 
shoulder, 'The mattresses are all aired. I'll look out some bedding 
when you are ready, Peter.' 

There was silence for a few moments after the door had closed 
behind her. Peter filled a cup and pushed it and the plate of 
sandwiches across the desk. 

'Thanks for not giving my proper name. I'd prefer to keep out of 
the public eye for the moment if possible. The press seem to take a 
ghoulish interest in me.' 

The two men kept up a close conversation until the teapot had 
been emptied. Peter's keen eyes noticed that the colour had 
returned to the cheeks of the man sitting opposite to him, though 
he still looked very fatigued. 

He got up. 'I'll show you your quarters now if you like.' He picked 
up Robert Carver's knapsack as he went to the door. 'I suppose 
you're not allowed to drive?' 



The man smiled ruefully. 'No, that was one of the first things they 
did. Take my driving licence away,' he replied. 'One of the main 
reasons for the walking tour.' 

When they had climbed the outside staircase to the 'flat' over the 
coachhouse and Peter opened the door, Robert realized it was a 
good deal bigger than he had imagined from his brief glance as he 
had passed it earlier. The coachhouse beneath must be big enough 
to house two if not three cars with ease. And when his host had 
told him that it had been altered to allow his sister and daughters to 
sleep in, he had understated the situation considerably. 

In the light flooding in from two large windows in the south and 
west walls, Robert Carver found himself to be in a large pleasant 
room. Behind the door and to his right was a shower cabinet and 
beside it a sink with cupboards beneath. A water heater on the wall 
served them both. Beside the sink stood a small cooker, and a 
fanlight window high in the wall had obviously been adapted to 
take away both steam and cooking smells. Three beds, without 
mattresses, stood against the windowless wall with well-filled 
bookshelves on either side. Under the two windows, curtained in 
bright scarlet and gold brocaded material, were two comfortable¬ 
looking armchairs, a table and several upright chairs. It was the 
sort of spacious airy room a good many city dwellers would have 
been glad to occupy permanently, even without the magnificent 
views over the river and the estuary which greeted the two men as 
they sauntered over to the nearest window. 

Peter Fairbairn dumped the knapsack down and looked around. 'I 
think you'll be okay here. I'll bring a mattress and some bedding 
over. Oh yes, and some milk. I think Isa keeps tea, coffee and 
sugar permanently over here. Is there anything else you need ?' 



Robert Carver rubbed a hand over the stubble of his chin. 'The 
only thing I can think of is a razor. Could you lend me one until I 
can get to a shop? I discovered this morning I must have left mine 
behind at my last port of call.' 

'Yes, of course. I've a spare one in the bathroom cupboard. I'll 
bring it over with the other things for you.’ 



CHAPTER TWO 


It was five to eight the following morning when Rosabel Fairbaim 
drove wearily into the yard and parked her car. When she entered 
the cosy room at the back of the house, the family had just started 
breakfast. 

She took off her hat and ran fingers through her hair. 'Gosh, I'm 
tired! That coffee smells lovely, Isa. I’ve had so many cups of tea I 
feel as if I'm full of red ink. I don't know where Mrs. Wylie gets it, 
but that's what her tea tastes like.’ 

'Not such an easy night as you expected?' Peter asked, lowering the 
newspaper. 

'No, for the first time she had a difficult confinement.' Rosabel 
stirred her cup of coffee and raising it to her lips, sipped with 
satisfaction. 'What with that and the other children playing up. Mr. 
Wylie's quite useless. He can manage to bring the coal in and boil 
a kettle and that's about all. I had to get the two smallest to bed as 
soon as I had made Mrs. Wylie more comfortable, and then get 
breakfast for all of them this morning and clear away before I left. 
Fortunately Junior arrived at five a.m., so he just gave me time to 
get finished. I'll have to go in later, of course, but they're all right 
for the moment. I dumped the children on one of the neighbours 
before I came away.' 

'A boy, is it, then?’ Isa asked. At Rosabel's nod, her mouth too full 
of porridge to speak, Isabel went on, 'I'll go down there and take 
them some dinner, so you go and have a few hours' sleep, Rosie. 
Don't forget you've got Jean Soutar due any minute now. When I 
saw her in Dalbeattie yesterday I wondered she had managed to 
get on the bus.' 



At Rosabel's groan Peter laughed. 'Don't put the wind up her, Isa. 
I'm keeping my eye on Jean. She won't have her baby this week.’ 

’Thank goodness,’ Rosabel laughed with relief. 'One thing about 
you, Peter, if you make a prediction you're usually nearly always 
right. Incidentally, how did you get on with that odd character I 
left sitting on the front steps? Where'd he come from? I shouldn't 
have thought Bannford the place to attract hobos. He looked really 
down - clothes past their best, needing a haircut, and I shouldn't 
think he'd shaved for days. What was the matter with him?' 

'For someone who only saw him for a couple of minutes, you 
didn't miss much,' Peter remarked. 

'Well, whatever else I got on my periodic reports in hospital, 
"observation nil" wasn't one of them,’ Rosabel remarked 
complacently as she reached for the marmalade. 

'I can tell you where he is,’ piped in Jennie, not to be kept out of 
the conversation any longer. ’He’s in our "flat". Katya and I helped 
Daddy take over the bedding and mattress last night. And he's nice, 
whiskers or not, isn't he, Kat?’ 

Katya Fairbaim, Peter's younger daughter, merely nodded 
solemnly in agreement. 

Rosabel looked across at her brother, a question in her eyes. 'He 
hadn't a bed for the night and I thought he oughtn't to go any 
farther. He's subject to occasional blackouts apparently. I offered 
him the use of the "flat" for a few days.’ 


'Couldn't he have gone to the Cottage Hospital?’ 



Peter rubbed a hand over his hair. 'He could, I suppose, but it 
seemed more sensible for us to put him up. Why, you don't object 
do you Rose? He seems quite a decent chap.' 

Rosabel took a last gulp of coffee and stood up. 'Good heavens, it 
makes no difference to me.' She turned to Isa. 'Thanks for the 
breakfast, Isa. I'll help clear away and then I'll go and try and get in 
a couple of hours' sleep. There's no need for you to go out to the 
Wylies', though. I must be up by noon again and you've quite 
enough to do.' 

As she went upstairs, Rosabel wondered why she felt so uneasy 
about the man being given a bed for the night. She had hardly set 
eyes on him, as Peter had pointed out, for more than two minutes, 
and yet some instinct or premonition, call it what you will, had 
stirred to life deep inside her. Something said this stranger was 
going to disrupt all their lives. 

She tried to shake off the feeling as she had a quick bath and 
climbed into clean pyjamas. As she pulled her curtains, she 
glanced across at the coachhouse. One thing he didn't seem to 
believe in was early rising. There was no sign of life from the 
building across the yard. 

But when she went downstairs three hours later, a clean uniform 
under her coat, and walked across the yard to her car, she stopped 
short. The cream paintwork was spotless and gleamed with polish. 
Rosabel fitted the key into the car door slowly. As she got into the 
car, her eyes widened still further. Someone had certainly been 
thorough. The inside was as spotless as the outside. Not a speck of 
dirt marred the footmats and the ashtray had been emptied, she 
noticed. To do this, Isabel must have produced the spare key kept 
hanging in the kitchen. 



Before she turned into the road, Rosabel looked round quickly, but 
the yard appeared empty and she studiously refrained from lifting 
her face to the 'flat' door. She couldn't explain why, even to 
herself, but she didn't want to know who had done her this good 
turn. It might have meant a reluctant 'thank you’. She was 
astonished at her own attitude as she drove down the village street 
and then turned in the direction of the Wylies' cottage. She firmly 
concentrated on her driving and on what sort of chaos she could 
expect to find when she reached her patient. 

But Mrs. Wylie's neighbours had rallied round with a will. Rosabel 
entered the cottage to find two clean and shiny children being fed 
at the kitchen table by a very pretty girl whom she recognized as 
the eldest daughter from the cottage next door. She smiled as 
Rosabel shut the door. 

'Ah, there you are, nurse. I've taken Mrs. Wylie a tray. Mum's 
looking after the other two. Says she'll keep them for the rest of the 
day if that’s all right with you.’ 

'More than all right,’ Rosabel said. 'Will you thank your mother, 
Susan? It’s very good of you to help out. I was thinking in terms of 
scrambled eggs as I drove up here.’ 

'There's more than enough if you’d like some too, Miss Fairbaim,’ 
the girl urged, indicating the big brown stewpot which stood on the 
sideboard. 

'No, I've eaten, thanks.’ Rosabel hung her coat on the back of the 
door. I'll go straight up and see to Mrs. Wylie and the baby if you 
can manage here.' 

She found Mrs. Wylie lying looking supremely pleased with 
herself and a 'I've done a grand job’ sort of look spread all over her 



face. 'Nurse, what do you think Doctor said when he called in this 
morning?’ 

Rosabel smiled as she went across and shook down her 
thermometer. 

'No idea, Mrs. Wylie. Tell me. What did Doctor say?' She knew 
her brother. He'd have been sure to think of something which 
would tickle this annual maternity patient of his. 

’He wants to know if I'm going to stop at a team of eleven or 
whether I'm going on for a rugby football side,' Mrs. Wylie 
chuckled. 'He says they'll all be eligible to play for Scotland and 
he'll expect a free seat to see the match!’ Mrs. Wylie almost 
literally held her sides. Forgotten was the night which had gone 
before and Rosabel's anxiety for her, but then she had probably not 
realized how very near Rosabel had been to sending Bill Wylie on 
his bike to get Peter out of bed. 

While she was seeing to her patient and washing and changing the 
baby, Rosabel found her mind wandering off. Who had cleaned 
her car? And why, if it had been done by the man Peter had taken 
in last night, should she feel this unreasonable resentment? She 
knew the car had been long overdue for a thorough wash and 
polish. She had just been so busy she had not got around to it. But 
perhaps she was barking up the wrong tree. Maybe Bill Johnston 
had called in when she had been asleep and had done her the good 
turn. If so, an unconscious thought popped into her mind, it would 
have been the first time he'd ever done so. In any case, you're 
going to the hotel to have dinner with Bill tonight, there'd be no 
reason for his calling in. She looked up suddenly from pinning the 
baby's nappy to answer Mrs. Wylie. From the look on that lady's 
face, it wasn't the first time she had spoken to Rosabel and 
received no answer. Determinedly dragging her mind back from 



thoughts of Bill Johnston, Rosabel got up, the baby in her arms, 
and walked across to the bed. It would never do for her to keep 
daydreaming on duty. 

By the time that Rosabel had finished at the Wylies' the afternoon 
was well advanced, and she still had several calls to make before 
she could call it a day and go home. She was not feeling at all in 
the mood to go out, and as she drove home she could think of 
nothing she would have liked more than to be having a light 
supper and going to bed early. 

It did not improve her temper or odd feeling of depression to 
notice, as she drove into the yard of the house, that a faint light 
showed through the door of the flat above the coach-house. As she 
got out, she slammed the door of her little car rather abruptly 
before walking over to the back door into the house. She was 
puzzled at her added feeling of ill-temper as she had noticed the 
light and realized that the stranger who had arrived last night was 
still on the premises. Peter should have sent him on his way by this 
time and it was a mystery to her why he had not done so. Her 
brother, though generous by nature, was not in the habit of offering 
a bed to casual strangers, and she couldn't explain, even to herself, 
his unexpected behaviour. However, it was really none of her 
business. After all, it was her brother's house, and although she had 
been the instigator of the conversion of the empty room over the 
coach-house as added accommodation, if Peter wished to lend it to 
anybody he fancied, surely he had a perfect right to do so. 

Rosabel hastily put a more cheerful expression on her face as she 
turned the handle of the back door. Both her young nieces were 
sitting at the kitchen table eating their supper, and Isa was 
watching them eat and sipping a cup of tea. Jennie was the first to 
look up as the door opened. 'Hello, Aunt Rosie. Had a hard day? 
You're looking tired.' 



'That's no way to greet me,' Rosabel said as she put down her bag 
and removed her close-fitting uniform hat. 'You should tell me I'm 
looking like all the flowers of May. You ought to know by this 
time, Jennie, that when people get over twenty-one they don't want 
to be told how tired they look because it's another way of saying 
how old and haggard they look.' Both the little girls giggled. They 
were used to Rosabel telling them what an old lady she was 
getting, and it had become a standing joke between them. They 
both knew that though she worked hard, she was a great sport, 
never too tired to join in their games, tell them stories or take them 
on expeditions farther afield whenever she had free time. But she 
did look tired, Isa McCulloch thought as she looked carefully 
across at her son-in-law's young sister, and she got up quietly and 
walked across to the sideboard to fetch another cup and saucer. 

'I expect you've been offered endless cups of tea all afternoon,' she 
remarked, 'but I daresay another one won't come amiss?' she 
suggested. 

Rosabel sat down, still in her outdoor coat. 'As a matter of fact, I 
haven't had a cup of tea since I was at Mrs. Wylie's. The 
neighbours have rallied round so well that I'm afraid I left them to 
get on. I saw Mrs. Wylie herself had some tea of course before I 
left, but those people next door seem to be seeing to the children 
all right and I honestly didn't see why I should stay and look after 
Wylie himself. I'm sure he's quite capable of cooking himself some 
bacon and eggs if he's hungry when he gets home from work.' 

'But my guess is he'll be wetting the baby's head this evening and 
food will be the last thing he thinks of,' Isa remarked shrewdly. 
'Incidentally, Bill rang up this afternoon. He asked me to remind 
you that he's expecting you up there for dinner tonight. You hadn't 
forgotten, had you?' 



Rosabel sighed as she stirred her tea and then looked up to catch 
Mrs. McCulloch's eye. 'No, I hadn't forgotten, but to be quite 
honest if I could choose, it would be a hot bath, an early supper 
and to bed with that book you got me from the library. Still, I did 
promise Bill, so I'd better go upstairs and get changed. Is surgery 
over yet?' she asked as she got up and carried her cup over to the 
drainer. 

'No,' Mrs. McCulloch answered. 'The waiting-room was still half 
full when I looked in a moment or two ago. We needed you to 
weed out the malingerers and get things moving. Still, Maggie 
promised she'd be in for the morning's surgery, so if you haven't a 
lot of morning calls there's no reason why you shouldn't have an 
extra hour in bed tomorrow morning.' 

'Some hope,' Rosabel answered as she thrust her fingers through 
her hair. 'I'll have to be up at the Wylies' first thing, otherwise Mrs. 
Wylie will be getting up, and she had such a tough time I want her 
to have at least a couple of days' complete rest. And she'll only do 
that if I keep a very firm eye on her for the rest of the week. You 
know what she's like, Isa.' 

Isa McCulloch nodded. 'Yes. I went up there after the last baby 
was born to try and give her a bit of a hand because the younger 
children were being so troublesome, but she would insist on 
getting up and doing for herself. I must say she's got courage, if 
nothing else.' 

'She's got that all right,' Rosabel agreed. 'I don't know anyone else 
who'd put up with Wylie. He's hopeless, you know.' 

Isa laughed. 'Well, quite a lot of men are hopeless in a house, 
Rosie, as you'll find out as you get older. Some just can't do it and 
some won't.' 



'I think Wylie's one of the "won'ts",’ said Rosabel as she went out 
of the door. 

Upstairs she went through her wardrobe. She felt strangely 
uninterested in the prospect of an evening out and eventually chose 
a dress which she'd had for some time but which she knew Bill 
liked. It was a plain black with a pattern in oyster-coloured leaves 
scattered here and there. When she had washed and changed, she 
put on a pair of slim black patent pumps, also not in their first 
youth but which she knew would be kind to her aching feet. They 
were light and comfortable and favourites when she had had a hard 
day. 

After she had done her face and hair, she regarded her reflection 
for a moment in the mirror. She certainly looked a bit weary this 
evening and perhaps it had been a mistake to wear black, but it 
was too late to change now into something more colourful. As she 
went downstairs again she decided that rather than walk up to the 
hotel by the steep path through the fir wood she would take her 
little car and drive down to the village and round to the other 
entrance to the hotel. It was lazy of her, she knew, but it would 
also save Bill having to walk her home later. 

As she stepped out of the house by the rear door she stopped 
abruptly. Jennie and Katya were sitting on the bottom step of the 
wooden staircase leading to the 'flat', and on an upturned box 
before one of the girls' bicycles sat the man who had arrived 
yesterday. He was tinkering with the front brake and as Rosabel 
hesitated for a moment she heard him say, 'This brake block is 
worn out. If I get you a new one tomorrow will you promise to ride 
carefully until I can fit it for you?' 

Rosabel began to walk slowly towards the group. She felt she 
ought to say something about the immaculate state in which she 



had found her car. At the sound of her footsteps, the three sitting 
outside the coach-house stopped talking and looked up. As she 
stopped in front of them and glanced at the man adjusting the nut 
on the bicycle, Rosabel received a slight shock. She had really 
only had a brief glimpse of him the night before. Now as he 
glanced up at her she realized he was quite different from what she 
had imagined. True, in her opinion, the hair still needed a trim, but 
the brown face, now clean and newly shaven, came as a surprise to 
her, as also did the lazy, smiling eyes. Halting, with a rather abrupt 
word of thanks on the tip of her tongue, she found herself gazing 
down into eyes of a clear grey framed by thick dark lashes. 
Beneath the lazy glance she detected a shrewdness which was 
examining her carefully as she stood there. A very faint flush 
tinted the warm cream of her cheeks. 'I'm Rosabel Fairbaim,’ she 
began - and then, as the man offered no word to help her out, 
stumbled on, 'I think it must have been you who cleaned my Mini 
this morning, and I wanted to say "thank you".’ 

There was silence for a few moments while the lazy eyes still 
scrutinized her carefully. The flush deepened in her cheeks. She 
was not to know that he was wondering why the extraordinarily 
beautiful girl standing in front of him should have such a weary, 
and perhaps sad, droop to her lips. Suddenly he got to his feet. 
'That’s perfectly all right.' He held out his hand. 'And I'm Robert 
Carr ...usually called Rob.' He smiled down at her as he took her 
hand. 'I think I did meet you just briefly last night before I passed 
out. I'm sorry I didn't say hello then,' and his mouth tilted up 
whimsically. Rosabel found herself studying him as carefully as he 
had done her only a few moments before. As she met his steady 
regard she wondered why yesterday she had instinctively felt so 
opposed to him staying there. She just couldn't explain to herself 
why she had formed such a prejudice and on so slight an 
encounter. He certainly looked innocuous enough this evening. 
Just another softly spoken, chance-met stranger no different, as far 



as she could tell, from any other casually met tripper to this coast, 
and goodness knows she saw enough of these, especially during 
the summer months. Suddenly, she became aware that her hand 
still lay in a firm warm clasp, and that the encounter was being 
watched with grave curiosity by two pairs of bright young female 
eyes. 

Rosabel snatched her hand out of his and pushed it into the side 
pocket of her coat saying, abruptly, 'I must be going,' then could 
have kicked herself. She wasn't usually so brusque and her usual 
calm had deserted her yet again. Perhaps after all this man wasn't 
the same as dozens of people she had met over recent years. 
Certainly something about him seemed to throw her off balance. 
To chase these unwelcome thoughts out of her mind Rosabel 
resolutely tried to pull herself together. She smiled at the two girls. 
'I think it’s time you two were getting ready for bed, don't you?’ 
she asked. 'In any case I must be off. Good night, pets,’ and with a 
wave meant to include all three persons in the group she turned 
and walked over to the Mini. 

As she slid into the driving seat and slammed the door she 
murmured, 'Snap out of it. What's got into you?’ And then 
immediately smiled as she realized that she was talking to herself, 
traditionally the first signs of lunacy. She grimaced to herself as 
she started the engine. Fancy behaving like a schoolgirl at her age! 

But as she drove out of the gateway she couldn't resist a glance 
into the rear mirror. The man was standing between her two 
nieces, and all three were gazing after her. 

As she nosed the car on to the village street she was amazed at her 
urge to turn back and ring Bill to call the whole evening off. It was 
extremely odd, and she shook her head as if by doing so she could 



shake off these curious thoughts popping in and out of her mind as 
she drove in the direction of the hotel. 

By the time she turned into the front driveway, rounded the first 
tee of the small golf course, and drove on to the apron in front of 
the hotel, she had resolutely dismissed all irritating thoughts 
completely from her mind. She sat a moment after she had 
switched off the ignition and gazed at the hotel. It certainly 
occupied a wonderful position here on top of the cliff. It wasn't a 
very large place. Originally it had been just a big family house, 
built of the local grey granite. But the man who had built it for his 
own convenience had either found it a little too large, or decided 
after all it was too out of the way for his purpose, because he had 
sold it. The purchaser had been a widow, and she and her three 
daughters had at once turned the place into a small family hotel, 
later buying more of the adjacent land and having it turned into a 
nine-hole golf course for the use of their guests. In course of time, 
they had added to the hotel itself, building two long wings on 
either side of the main building, and in a small pine copse which 
grew almost up to the windows of the southern wing, they had 
provided additional sleeping accommodation by building wooden 
chalets amongst the pine trees. 

But when Bill Johnston had bought it five years ago, it had begun 
to look rather run down. The three daughters who had originally 
helped their mother to run it had all married and moved to 
different parts of the country. Left alone she had found difficulty 
in getting suitable staff. Business was beginning to drop off quite 
considerably when Bill had got wind that it might be for sale. 
Finding him interested, Mrs. Moore had been only too glad to 
come to terms and retire. He and his two sisters Kate and Jean took 
over, and a lot of alterations had been done. Although electricity 
had been run out to the chalets, there was no running water. Bill's 
first consideration had been to modernize these by piping water to 



them and he also built a bathroom and shower block for the use of 
the chalet occupants. There had been less to do in the main 
building itself, but over the years he had made improvements here 
and there and inside it now bore little resemblance to its general 
appearance when he had purchased it. 

The money spent had certainly been a good investment. By means 
of advertisements in local and national newspapers, he now 
attracted people to the hotel from quite far afield, and had 
extended his season until it was rare for them to have fewer than 
about twenty guests staying. Parties of business men who wanted a 
quiet week-end with golf thrown in often came, driving from 
Glasgow or Edinburgh even in the winter months. It was hard 
work, especially during the busy summer months, but Bill seemed 
to thrive on it. Rosabel wondered how she would fit in here if she 
did marry him as Bill seemed to take for granted. It wouldn't be 
easy for her, she knew. Living with Bill meant also living with 
Jean and Kate Johnston. She and Jean had never really hit it off, 
perhaps because their dispositions were as different as chalk from 
cheese. 

To start with Jean was an excellent cook, almost in the Cordon 
Bleu class, a first class housekeeper, and had an eye like a hawk 
for anything left undone by the staff. Rosabel, although she was a 
very good nurse and in her own way as meticulous over details, 
knew that she could never hope to fill Jean's place. She just 
couldn't see herself following people round to see if a speck of 
dust had been left lying on a table or a spoon had not been cleaned 
as thoroughly as usual. And as for cooking - well, she could do 
invalid diets and ordinary plain cooking, but anything more 
complicated such as the Continental dishes which Jean produced 
with the greatest ease were quite beyond her. 



And Rosabel had to admit that these days a really good kitchen 
was an essential in a reputable hotel, even one in such a backwater 
as Bannford. People these days were not prepared to make do with 
ordinary fare. They wanted something out of the ordinary and were 
prepared to pay well if they could have them on the menu. 

As Rosabel got out of the car she could see, through the lighted 
windows of the dining-room, that dinner was in progress. She went 
into the hotel and, making her way through to the staff quarters, 
knocked tentatively on the kitchen door. No one answered her 
knock and from the clatter going on inside she realized that it had 
probably gone unheard. She opened the door and peeped inside. 
Jean Johnston looked up from where she was decorating a large 
glass bowl of some delectable-looking dessert with whipped 
cream. 'Ah, there you are, Rosabel. Bill was asking if you'd 
arrived. Go on through to the dining-room. Don't come in here, 
you'll only get in the way.' 

Rosabel withdrew her head and closed the door. She wasn't really 
surprised at the reception she had received. Jean often behaved as 
if she were more the owner of the hotel than Bill, though all the 
money which had gone into buying and modernizing the hotel had 
been Bill’s alone, left to him by a wealthy godfather. 

She was stirred out of her feeling of irritation at Jean's manner by 
the sight of Bill himself coming through the dining-room door. His 
face lit up at the sight of her. 'My dear! I am glad to see you. I 
thought you must have forgotten that you had said you'd come up 
here this evening, though I did ring and remind Isa. Did she tell 
you?’ 

Rosabel nodded. 'Yes, she told me, and of course I'd not forgotten,' 
and she squeezed the hand holding her arm. 



'Come on then,' he said, 'let's go into the office and have a quiet 
sherry. Just the two of us on our own. Everything seems to be 
going smoothly and I think we can leave Kate to see to the dining¬ 
room.' 

It was only a small room but one of Rosabel's favourite spots in the 
hotel. A thick double door which Bill had had fitted when he had 
modernized the place shut out all sounds of guests or staff. 
Rosabel slid her arms out of her coat, and throwing it over the 
back of a chair, wandered over to the window. It faced across the 
river, giving a beautiful view of the hills opposite since it opened 
on to the small fenced-in lookout garden on the cliff side of the 
building. Of course at this time in the evening, with the dusk 
coming down, Rosabel wasn't able to see the full beauty of the 
surrounding landscape, but the rosy clouds to the west and the 
sprinkling of lights beginning to appear in the windows of the 
houses scattered up and down the opposite side of the river gave 
her a warm feeling of pleasure. 

Behind her she could hear the clink of glasses as Bill poured out 
the sherry. She turned as he came across the room and put a glass 
into her hand. 

Seeing the look in his eye, Rosabel asked hastily, ’How’s the week¬ 
end golfing party going ?’ 

Bill laughed as he took a gulp of his sherry. 'Well, they all seem to 
be enjoying themselves. Most of them seem to have had two 
rounds of golf this morning and one at least this afternoon and 
they're now tucking into a gargantuan dinner. Jean has been most 
of the day preparing it. Not to mention Kate in the dining-room.' 



'Yes, I know,’ said Rosabel. 'I put my head round the kitchen door 
on my way in and was instantly dismissed in case I should get in 
the way.’ 

Bill chuckled rather ruefully. 'Well, you know Jean. She likes to be 
monarch of all she surveys, and I must admit that she certainly 
does us proud as far as catering is concerned. You just wait until 
you see what she's put on for us tonight. I've asked Kate to come 
and tell us as soon as the dining-room starts to empty.' 

He stopped speaking for a moment, eyeing her with obvious 
admiration and affection. 'By Jove, Rosie, it's good to see you. It 
seems ages since you were last up.' 

'It's not all that long,' Rosabel said, 'and I did see you last Saturday, 
after all. With me hard at it most of the day and you at your busiest 
in the evening, it doesn't give us much chance to drop in on each 
other just when the spirit moves.' 

'I know,' said Bill, and he rubbed his fingers through his hair as he 
contemplated this unpleasant truth. He looked so comical with his 
fair hair ruffled up at the back that Rosabel laughed and reaching 
out a hand, smoothed his hair down again. Before she could 
withdraw her hand, Bill had taken it into a hard clasp, then lifted it 
to his cheek. He held it there for a moment before pressing a kiss 
into the palm. He smiled down into her eyes as he said quietly, 
'You know it would solve matters all round if you were to move in 
here. How about it?' 

More to postpone giving an answer than to appear coy Rosabel 
asked, 'Now how am I to take that suggestion? Do you want a hot 
and cold running chambermaid, a receptionist, another cook, or are 
you thinking of opening a first aid post up here?' 



Bill squeezed her fingers before he allowed her to remove her hand 
from his clasp. 

'You know very well what I mean, Rosie, so come off it,’ and 
strolling over to the desk he topped up his sherry glass. As he put 
down the bottle he turned to face her. ’Don't you think it’s about 
time we settled things definitely? The season starts to get quiet 
here at the end of September, as you know. What about an autumn 
honeymoon? It will be lovely abroad in October and there won't be 
half so many people holidaying.' 

This was coming to grips with a vengeance. Rosabel felt too tired 
after her long day to argue. On the other hand, she didn't want an 
acceptance to be taken for granted by this man for whom she felt 
only a very warm affection. Somehow she didn't feel as if she were 
ready to marry and settle down, though why she felt this way she 
couldn't explain even to herself. 

But if she did agree now it would be so final. Bill would without 
doubt insist on slipping a ring on to her engagement finger and 
making it official. Already a great many of their friends took it for 
granted that it was only a matter of time before they named the 
day. She and Bill had been seeing each other on and off ever since 
she had returned to live with Peter to take over the district and 
now, more often than not, they were asked out to parties as a 
couple. 

However, until a proper announcement of their engagement was 
made, Rosabel still felt she had a way of escape. Why couldn't she 
make up her mind? Bill was still waiting for her answer. 'Must I 
decide definitely tonight?’ she asked. There was a moment's 
silence as he looked into her eyes. 



'Still doubtful, are you, Rosie? Or just afraid of committing 
yourself?' She put her glass down carefully and fumbled for words. 

’No, it’s not that, Bill. Oh, don't let’s talk about it any more tonight, 
I just don't feel like it. Let me think it over at home, alone, and 
then next time we meet I honestly will give you a straight answer, 
I promise.’ 

Bill came over and slipped his arms round her. 'Don't take too long 
making up your mind, Rosie. Something tells me to pin you down 
while I can and I'd like to face the busy part of the season with it 
all fixed. It would be nice to know that at the end of the summer I 
could relax, get married quietly and then both of us go off on an 
extended honeymoon. I've always known you weren't deliriously 
in love with me, but I thought you liked me well enough to say 
"Yes". I'll be good to you, I promise, and I won’t let Jean interfere 
if that's bothering you.' 

Rosabel put her hands on to his shoulders and looked up into his 
face. 'No, it's not that. I wasn't thinking about either of your sisters. 
I really like them both very much indeed. It's just that I'm not sure 
of myself, and I would like a few days to think it over if you don't 
mind.' 

Bill kissed her gently on the lips. 'All right, honey. I understand. 
I...' What he was about to say she didn't discover because at that 
moment there was a gentle knock on the door and his younger 
sister, Kate, put her head into the room. 

'Hello, Rosie,' she said, 'glad to see you. I just came to say it's all 
clear now and you two can have dinner any time you like.' 

Bill turned and picking up his glass, drained it. As he set it down 
again he said, 'Come on then. We might as well see what Jean's got 



left for us,' and he ushered Rosabel out of the room and along to 
the dining-room. 

As Kate had said, the dining-room had nearly emptied. There only 
remained one couple, just finishing their main course, and at the 
long table which had obviously been laid for the golfing party, two 
men were still conversing quietly. 

As Rosabel sat down at the table in the window which Kate had 
prepared for them, the pungent aroma of a good cigar floated 
across to her. She smiled to herself as she glanced across at the 
two men sitting having a second pot of coffee and with two brandy 
glasses by their right hands. They had obviously done themselves 
very well. 

Rosabel suddenly noticed that the table she and Bill were 
occupying was only laid for two people. 'Aren't Kate and Jean 
coming to join us then?’ she was asking just as Kate arrived 
bringing their soup. She obviously heard the remark because as she 
put the plates down she said, 'I hope you won’t think us very rude, 
Rosie, but Jean and I like to see that everyone has finished before 
we sit down, then we load the dishwasher before we come in here 
for our own meal. You'd be surprised how much time it saves.' 

Bill had been correct in his assessment of Jean's prowess this 
evening in the kitchen. She seemed to have excelled herself on 
behalf of the special week-end guests because the meal 
commenced with game soup, served with tiny croutons. It was 
tasty and served very hot, just as Rosabel liked it. It was followed 
by sole poached in white wine and accompanied by its own sauce. 
The main dish consisted of fillet steaks liberally decorated with 
button mushrooms, winter broccoli, asparagus tips, creamed 
spinach and tiny alumette potatoes. By the time Kate had wheeled 
the big dessert trolley towards them, Rosabel thought that, 



delicious though the sweets looked, it was almost sacrilege to spoil 
the savoury meal which had gone before with anything other than 
at most, a small cup of coffee, and she smiled as she shook her 
head and declined the wide variety of desserts offered to her. Bill 
too refused anything more and taking out his cigarette case, 
offered it across the table. 

When the coffee arrived, Kate had brought a small glass of liqueur 
for each of them and winked mischievously at Rosabel as she put 
them on the table and walked away to clear the remaining tables. 

Bill picked up his glass and holding it to his nose, sniffed at the 
contents. He smiled across the table. 'I hope you'll like this. It's 
some of a special brand a friend brought us back from France. I 
expect Kate thought we'd like to finish up in style.’ 

Rosabel picked up her own glass and sipped appreciatively. It 
tasted very good and burned as it went down her throat. The 
delicious meal had done much to mellow her mood and she smiled 
across at Bill, all her affection for him in her eyes, wishing for the 
thousandth time since he had first suggested marriage that she 
could make up her mind whether she did wish theirs to be a 
permanent association or not. If she hadn't such a happy home with 
Peter and his daughters and Isa to look after them all - or maybe if 
she hadn't such an interesting and absorbing job, she might have 
been tempted to accept his proposal immediately. But in her heart 
of hearts she knew she was in no hurry to exchange her present 
existence unless she was completely sure of her ability to love Bill 
as much as he obviously loved her. 

Marrying him would mean such a change in her life. She couldn't 
expect to continue district nursing. Bill would want her to take an 
interest in the hotel business, and as soon as she was proficient 
enough, an active part. She didn't know about Jean, but Kate 



certainly would not be there to help out for ever. She was much 
too attractive a girl. Rosabel didn't doubt that one of these days 
some man would sweep her off her feet and whisk her away from 
Bannford. 

Soon after ten-thirty, Rosabel told Bill she would have to be 
getting home. He glanced at his watch and grimaced. 'I hadn't 
realized the time had gone so quickly. It seems only minutes to me 
since you arrived. But I suppose you must get your beauty sleep 
and I’ve several things to attend to before the hotel settles down for 
the night, so perhaps we'd better say good night, Rosie,' and they 
strolled back to his small office to collect her coat. 

Before he'd let her get into the car, Bill pulled her into the shadows 
away from the glare cast by the lighted windows and kissed her 
long and lingeringly. All Rosabel's restlessness of mind returned as 
Bill’s lips pressed hers and she gazed over his shoulder, realizing 
almost with a sense of disappointment in herself that her pulse had 
not hastened by as much as a second. Despite his obvious love for 
her and his expert caresses, Bill never seemed to make her 
temperature rise. Perhaps the fault lay in herself. Could she be one 
of those frigid females she had read about? No, that didn't seem 
likely. She had not spent her training years in one of Glasgow's 
biggest teaching hospitals without experiencing one or two 
occasions when a kiss had meant a weak feeling in her knees and 
the blood singing in her ears. Pretty student nurses are fair game, 
or so some of the medical students seemed to think, and when she 
had been eighteen Rosabel had quickly discovered that some of 
Matron's apparently over-strict rules had not been made without 
good reason. 

As she drove the short distance home, Rosabel's mind was in a 
complete whirl. All she could concentrate on was reaching the 



refuge of her bedroom so that she could sit quietly and try and sort 
herself out. This was her usual custom if something bothered her. 

But it wasn't at all in character for her to feel so indecisive about 
anything. When something big came up she was normally able to 
reach a decision without feeling anything more than that she must 
weigh the pros and cons carefully. Especially if it was something 
which might have a vital effect on her future - like when she had 
decided to take up district nursing instead of any of the other 
avenues open to her after she became state registered at the end of 
her nursing training. Admittedly, sometimes she had sought Peter's 
advice and on occasion she had gone to Isa for help, but never 
before had she had to determine her own mind in such a confused 
emotional state. 

Driving through the gates and into the yard in her abstracted state 
of mind, Rosabel was startled nearly out of her wits to see the huge 
sliding doors of the coach-house suddenly begin to move as if by 
magic. She had been so deep in thought she hadn't noticed the 
shadowy figure standing to one side in the gloom, who at the 
approach of her headlights must have set the doors in motion. 
Rosabel had been subconsciously preparing to brake and get out to 
open the doors herself and the sight of the doors moving, as if 
without human aid, made her heart almost jump into her mouth 
with sheer fright. 

Thrusting away the feeling of panic, she clung to her equilibrium 
as she realized that the figure must belong to the odd fellow at 
present occupying the room over the coachhouse. Seeing the car 
drive in, he must have decided to help by opening the doors. 
Instead of which it had nearly frightened her out of her wits. As 
she drove into the coachhouse and parked the Mini her feeling of 
fright was followed by a sudden spurt of anger, probably the result 
of realizing that her fear had been groundless. 



She switched off lights and ignition and getting out slammed the 
door. As she walked towards the figure waiting, apparently, to 
close the doors again she burst into speech. 'How dare you give me 
such a fright!' she demanded. 'I suppose it never occurred to you 
how startled I would be to see the doors suddenly start to open 
when I wasn't expecting it. If you're intending to stay here for very 
much longer, I'd be obliged if you'd leave me to open and close the 
garage doors myself. I'm quite capable of it, I assure you!' 

The hot, angry words dropped into a pool of silence. It gave 
Rosabel time to realize how abrupt they had sounded and she felt 
appalled at her gratuitous rudeness to someone who had, after all, 
only been trying to do her a good turn. In the darkness she could 
feel her face beginning to burn as she realized how her words must 
have sounded to the man to whom they had been directed. What 
made her feel even worse was that he made no attempt to speak 
and help her out. 

She pulled herself together and standing very straight, looked in 
the direction of his face. In the darkness it was just a blur and she 
had no means of knowing what he was thinking, but even to a man 
like this she must make some apology for her illogical outburst. 'I 
shouldn't have said that,' the words almost burst out of her. 'I do 
beg your pardon,' and without waiting to hear if he accepted her 
apology or not, she walked off quickly in the direction of the 
house. 

As she neared the house her pace slackened. There was a light in 
the kitchen and she didn't want to enter the house with her face still 
flushed with a mixture of anger and embarrassment. She knew 
neither her brother nor Isabel McCulloch would be curious enough 
to ask any awkward questions, but they might be surprised to see 
her coming in so obviously ruffled. 



By the time she opened the kitchen door, Rosabel's colour had 
subsided somewhat. Isa was at the cooker making herself a hot 
drink before going to bed. She was wearing a nightdress covered 
by a pretty quilted dressing gown, and from curling tendrils of still 
half-damp hair, had obviously just been having a hot bath. 

She glanced over her shoulder. 'Would you like some hot milk, 
dear? I'm just heating some.' 

Rosabel put her handbag down on the kitchen table and pulling out 
a chair sat down. ’Don't think I'll bother, thanks, Isa. I had an 
enormous meal up at the hotel. I'd better not have anything else 
before I go to bed.' 

Mrs. McCulloch turned off the burner and poured the hot liquid 
into a mug. She glanced shrewdly at Rosabel. 

'You're looking awfully tired, my dear, and not at all as if you'd 
just spent a pleasant evening. I suppose Jean wasn't in one of her 
awkward moods?’ 

Rosabel looked up and laughed rather ruefully. 

'No. I only saw her for a short time - she was on the whole rather 
gracious tonight. I think everything in her little kingdom had gone 
so well she was feeling in a particularly good mood. No, she 
certainly didn't upset me. I think I must have a spot of late spring 
fever or something. Perhaps what I need is a good old-fashioned 
remedy like sulphur and treacle!’ 

'What you need is a good holiday,’ Isa remarked as she washed out 
the little saucepan. 'Don't forget you've not really had one for over 
twelve months. I think we can discount your fortnight away last 
August.' 



Rosabel laughed again, even more ruefully than before. 'Yes, 
wasn't it awful? Those poor children! They’d been so looking 
forward to their beach holiday too. I don't think I ever saw two 
such thorough doses of measles in all my experience. Katya, when 
she finally came out in spots, had even more than poor Jennie, and 
that’s saying something. Still, poor kids, they didn't do it on 
purpose and it was as bad for Peter as for me. It was just as much a 
busman's holiday for him too.' 

'Yes, I suppose it was, but it's you who looks in need of a good 
holiday now, my dear. What you need is something to take your 
mind off sick people. A fortnight nursing our two little monkeys 
when you should have been relaxing in the sunshine is catching up 
with you now. If I'd known what was going to happen I'd never 
have gone away and left you to it.' 

'Don't be silly,’ said Rosabel. ’We had no way of guessing. Both 
the girls looked in perfect condition when we set off, remember - 
no signs of even a sniffle. They showed none of the usual pre-spot 
symptoms that normally occur. Even Peter was quite baffled to 
start with when Jennie started complaining of not feeling well. At 
least we were prepared for Kat, poor wee mite. She got it far worse 
than Jennie. Still, let's forget all about that. I'll have a really good 
holiday this year and make up for it.’ 

But as she said good night at the top of the stairs, her remark about 
a good holiday brought back to mind Bill's suggestion of an 
autumn honeymoon. It seemed a long time to wait for a break from 
routine and maybe Isa was right. That was what she did need - just 
a break. But there was a big difference between a relaxing holiday 
of one’s choice to relieve pressure of work and getting married and 
having a honeymoon as one's annual holiday. 



Rosabel went into her bedroom and without putting on the light, 
went and stood at the window. Bill was a dear. She liked him more 
than any other man she had ever met. She'd probably be very 
content as his wife, but somehow she couldn't associate an ecstasy 
of feeling, a heart-stopping emotion when she let her thoughts 
dwell on Bill Johnston. She sighed as she began to get ready for 
bed. She had wanted to get here in the quiet to think things out, but 
honestly she felt too tired and bewildered at her own jumbled 
emotions to bother. When she finally fell asleep it was to dream 
endlessly, or so it seemed to her the next morning, of being 
dragged up the aisle by two nebulous beings to where a stern Bill 
stood waiting for her, his expression forbidding and his arms 
folded in scarcely concealed impatience. 

She was quite glad when the hands of her clock pointed to eight- 
thirty and she could get up. Sunday morning was Rosabel’s turn to 
get the early tea, and she had a quick, wash and then padded 
downstairs in dressing gown and slippers to get a tray ready and 
lay the breakfast table while she waited for the kettle to boil. 
Unless Peter had been called out, it was the one morning when he 
and Isa could have a short lie in. 

They both smiled sleepy greetings when Rosabel took tea into 
their respective bedrooms. The girls were already awake, sitting up 
reading and looking bright-eyed and full of mischief. Katya gave 
Rosabel a quick hug and kiss as she put the cups and saucers on 
the bedside table between the twin beds. 

’Half an hour, mind,' Rosabel admonished them as she went out 
with the empty tray. ’No longer, or the grapefruit will have gone 
cold.’ To the accompaniment of merriment from her nieces in 
response to her ’sick' joke, Rosabel went along and got into her 
uniform. Sunday morning she usually gave an injection to a 
diabetic patient whose companion went home for the week-ends. It 



wouldn't hurt either to look in on Baby Wylie, Rosabel thought as 
she quickly did her hair and put a minimum of make-up on her 
face. Downstairs, she put on the coffee, opened two tins of 
grapefruit and sliced bread ready for toast. The others would be 
down soon and Sunday's breakfast was always an uncooked one. 

When she eventually went out to get her car, she was reminded 
afresh of her illogical outburst of temper the night before. There 
was no sound from above, so the man must still be sleeping. 

Why was Peter letting him remain so long? It really was 
mysterious. Though kind-hearted in the extreme, her brother 
wasn't usually given to unaccountable bursts of seemingly quixotic 
generosity such as he had indulged on this occasion. And what had 
been the matter with the man, for that had never been explained. 
Peter hadn't discussed Robert Carr's condition as he frequently did 
when he had strange or untoward cases. It had looked, in the brief 
glimpse she had had, either to be a fit of drunkenness or merely a 
faint, and there was nothing mysterious about either. Anyone could 
get drunk and people fainted for all sorts of reasons, most of them 
simple. Odd that out of the variety of people who came to their 
door for help Peter should have chosen this one to do his good 
Samaritan act on. 

She decided to call in on the Wylies before going to Miss Reekie's 
to give her the injection she required daily. She glanced at her 
watch. She mustn't be too long or there would be little time to 
change out of her uniform before joining the rest of her family for 
morning church. Peter liked them all to go together if he wasn't 
called out. 

One glance round the door of the Wylies' cottage was enough to 
set Rosabel's mind at rest. Mrs. Wylie was waiting on her family 
just as if no addition had been made to it only a few days 



previously. The baby, already apparently acclimatized to a noisy 
environment, was sleeping peacefully in a corner of the kitchen, 
looking contented and the picture of health. Rosabel only stopped 
long enough to refuse Mrs. Wylie's repeated offers of a cup of tea 
before making her escape and driving on to her next call. 

Miss Reekie was ready and waiting for her. She was a charming, 
elderly lady who eked out a modest annuity by doing illustrations 
for children's books. Rosabel had once voiced her liking for a 
drawing of a group of rabbits playing in a field. It now graced her 
bedroom wall, since Miss Reekie had insisted she keep it. Miss 
Mayhew, Miss Reekie's companion, had elderly parents living 
some twenty miles away and went home each week-end to see 
them. Rosabel had taught her how to give the injection so that 
Sunday was the only day she or her stand-in had to call. It also 
served the double purpose of making sure that Miss Reekie hadn't 
had an accident. She wasn't too steady on her feet, and was prone 
to lose her balance. One week-end, after Miss Mayhew’s departure, 
she had fallen and lain for several hours unable to get up. A 
neighbour calling in with some eggs had fortunately found her and 
rung Peter Fairbairn. 

The injection was soon given and Rosabel stopped only for a few 
more minutes. ’Tell Isa I am expecting her this afternoon,' Miss 
Reekie said as she was leaving. 'She promised Winnie and me a 
new knitting pattern, so we're looking forward to trying it out.’ 

Rosabel smiled to herself as she got into her car again and headed 
for home. Dear Isa, what would they all do without her? And not 
only the Fairbairn family but the whole village of Bannford itself. 

When she got back she hurried into the house and upstairs to 
change for church. Mrs. McCulloch came out of her bedroom as 



Rosabel reached the upper landing. 'Gosh, am I that late?’ she 
asked. 

'Well, it's almost twenty-five to, Rosie. Better hurry. And if you 
can get the girls to make haste too I’d be grateful,’ and with a 
twinkle in her eye she went downstairs, apparently to see that the 
roast went in before they left. 

Rosabel put her head round the door of her nieces' room and told 
them the time. 'Race you, Rosie,' Katya said as she disappeared. 
But when she entered her own bedroom and looked through the 
window, Rosabel was a moment or two before she began getting 
out of her uniform. Her room looked over the garden and in the 
middle of the lawn she could see the wheelbarrow, half full of 
grass clippings. Strolling slowly behind the motor mower was the 
man her brother had taken in. He was walking slowly behind the 
mower, almost indolently, merely guiding it up and down the long 
lawn. He had an ancient felt hat on the back of his head, and the 
sleeves of his checked shirt were rolled above the elbows. Even 
from this distance, Rosabel could see his arms were brown and 
firmly muscled. 

As she watched, her brother strolled into the garden. He was 
smoking a pipe and when he came up to the new 'gardener' he took 
it out of his mouth and said something, apparently emphasizing the 
remarks because he pointed with the stem. 

The man stood, a slight smile on his face and listened attentively. 
Rosabel would have given a great deal to be able to hear what was 
being said. She saw the man reply to whatever her brother had 
been saying and lean back on the handle of the mower, but further 
attention to the two in the garden was put at an end as Katya burst 
in. 



'Beaten you—' she began, then stopped short as she realized that 
Rosabel was still in her print dress. Heavens, Rosie, you've hardly 
started. Come on! Daddy's ready, I know, I saw him getting the car 
out. What are you going to wear? I'll get it for you. Come on, hurry 
up!' While Katya took a blue linen suit and some shoes out of the 
wardrobe, Rosabel stripped off her frock and put on a pretty nylon 
blouse in a flowered pattern of blues, greens and soft yellows. 
Katya held the skirt ready for her to step into, zipped up the side 
and while Rosabel quickly combed her hair through again and 
retouched her make-up, she stood holding the jacket. 'There's Dad 
blowing the horn. Got your gloves?' and without waiting for a 
reply, the little girl dashed out of the room and Rosabel could hear 
her jumping down the stairs two at a time. 

She collected a clean handkerchief, put some coins for the 
collection into her side pocket, and picking up her gloves she ran 
out to catch up with her niece. Peter had the car at the gate, the 
others already in their places, and they all looked up as Rosabel let 
herself out of the front door and dashed down the front steps and 
got in. 'Sorry to keep you,' she gasped. 

'I suppose the Wylies delayed you,' Peter remarked as he set the 
car in motion. 'Is the newest arrival doing all right?' 

Rosabel laughed. 'I think he's going to fit in famously. When I 
arrived this morning he was sleeping soundly in the kitchen while 
the others shouted and quarrelled over the breakfast table. Mrs. 
Wylie was making her usual clatter with the frying pan, and Mr. 
Wylie kept telling them all to "shut up". It was like bedlam!' 

The little church which served their own village and the 'adjoining 
one of Rockspit was three-quarters full when they arrived. As they 
slipped into their pew, Rosabel noticed that the vicar's two sisters 
were already seated and she gave them a quick sideways smile 



before opening her prayer-book and finding the place. John McGill 
had only been with them for two years. He was a serious young 
man, a very good servant to his little flock, and much addicted to 
golfing when parish matters gave him an opportunity to get away, 
which wasn't often. As he came into the church to start the service, 
Rosabel gazed admiringly at his tall, well-made figure. He 
certainly was very handsome. Rosabel had seen quite a few of his 
female congregation gazing adoringly at him when they thought 
they were unobserved, not the least of them Kate Johnston. 
However, since he seemed to have no interest in women as a sex 
and treated them young and old with the same serious, old- 
fashioned courtesy, and as he had two sisters to look after his 
creature comforts and keep at bay any of the lady parishioners who 
might have contemplated making a nuisance of themselves, it 
seemed unlikely that there would ever be a Mrs. McGill. 

Fiona and Penny McGill were standing talking to some of the 
congregation when the Fairbairn family came out into the warm 
sunshine. Penny was two years younger than Rosabel and worked 
for several of the surrounding farmers as secretary. She gave them 
each so many hours of her time per week keeping their accounts in 
apple pie order and the official forms they all had to fill in from 
time to time under control. 

’How’s everything?’ Rosabel asked as she walked up to her. Penny 
smiled. She was a tall girl, fair like Rosabel, but her hair was ash- 
blonde where Rosie’s was golden. 

Her voice had an attractive husky note in it. 'Fine. I’ve been 
meaning to come over. I want a spot of advice with some 
dressmaking I’m doing. Did I tell you I’ve suddenly become a 
sewing bee? Fiona wants me to try and make her one if this dress 
of mine is a success, but I thought Mrs. McCulloch might give me 



some tips. I've come to grief trying to fit the sleeves. They look 
awful.' 

'Come tomorrow, then,’ Rosie told her, 'after surgery. Isa doesn't 
like sewing on a Sunday or I'd ask you over this afternoon. Why 
not come in time for supper tomorrow? 

About seven-thirty if that suits.' 

'Love to,’ Penny agreed. 'Incidentally, who is the mystery man 
staying with you? The whole village is buzzing. I'd no idea you 
had a visitor until Fiona told me, and she only had it from one of 
the parish pussies. Is he nice?' 

Rosabel's face lost its smile. 'You’d better ask Peter,’ she replied 
abruptly, 'not me. Anyway, he's only sleeping over the garage, you 
know, not actually staying with us as a visitor.’ 

Penny opened her mouth as if she was about to make another 
comment, then after a quick look at her friend's grim expression 
changed the subject. At that moment Kate Johnston strolled up to 
them. 

’Hello, you two. What’s going on? You look as if you're having a 
very serious discussion.' 

Penny laughed, her tone rather obviously higher than usual as if 
not quite at her ease. ’Only the difficulties of sewing, Kate. At least 
for beginners like me. I'm trying my hand at a bit of home 
dressmaking and not doing too brilliantly at the moment.’ 

'Jean used to do a lot of that before we got the hotel. Made all my 
things when I was in my teens. They were always perfect, but I'm 
afraid we rowed over styles. What I thought was mod and just me, 
Jean considered far too old.' 



Rosabel smiled to herself. She could just imagine a younger Kate 
rebelling against elder sister's edicts on fashion especially when 
that person was one so sure of her own Tightness as Jean Johnston 
always was. 

The three girls began walking towards the gate. Rosabel could see 
her brother in conversation with Colonel Brewer, fie was an 
elderly widower who lived about three miles from Bannford and 
an old friend. 

As Rosabel, Penny and Kate walked up, he raised his hat and 
smiled with old world gallantry. 'Our three Graces, eh, Peter? This 
part of Scotland must have more than its fair share of beauty, 
judging by you girls. The young men hereabouts are lucky.’ 

Lucky they might be, mused Rosabel, but there weren't so many 
eligible bachelors for them to be forming a queue for the favours 
of her friends and herself. In fact, in her opinion, there were far too 
many spinsters of marriageable age going begging in the district. 
Fiona McGill and Jean Johnston were not too old by any means 
yet to be considered on the shelf, and any man who got either of 
them would be sure of a household run on oiled wheels. Fiona, 
though a gentler character than Jean Johnston, ran the vicarage like 
a clock. No detail of parish life was ever ignored or neglected and 
though of course she wasn't able to do everything herself, she saw 
to it that when delegation was needed, only the most industrious 
and willing parishioners were pressed into service. The result since 
she and her brother had taken up residence in the Manse was an 
enormous increase in the congregations and not a whisper of 
disapproval or dissent ever to be heard in the district about the 
minister and his family. 



CHAPTER THREE 


By the time the Fairbairns arrived back at the house and Peter ran 
the car into the yard all sounds from the garden had ceased. When 
Rosabel went up to change into a cotton frock she noticed that the 
wheelbarrow was now full to overflowing with grass clippings. 
Pausing beside the window as she slid out of her skirt, she saw that 
two deck chairs had been put under the trees. The man was lying 
back in one, his old felt hat tipped over his eyes. In front of him 
stood the mower, together with a brush, oil can and a bundle of 
rags. Apparently he had been contemplating cleaning the machine 
when lassitude overcame him Rosabel's lip curled as she turned 
away and took a cotton frock out of the wardrobe. 

As she ran downstairs five minutes later, she took herself to task 
for her uncharitable attitude. After all, the man had cut the lawn, 
and as far as she knew without anyone asking him to do so. And it 
was an unusually hot day for this time of the year. He was entitled 
to rest after his labours if he wanted. 

When she entered the kitchen it was to find Isa McCulloch basting 
a lovely, tasty-looking sirloin which she had just taken out of the 
oven. Potatoes were browning around it and pans on top of the 
stove were bubbling, showing that the vegetables were cooking 
nicely. 

'Anything I can do, Isa?’ 

'Yes, I'd be awfully grateful if you'd lay the table, Rosabel. I hadn't 
time to do it before church. Colonel Brewer's coming along about 
one o'clock as well, so we'll be six for lunch. It’s his housekeeper's 
week-end off, so I thought we'd better ask him over.’ 

Rosabel put the cloth and mats on the dining table and returned to 
lay a tray with knives, forks and spoons. She had just gone to the 



cupboard to fetch side plates and glasses when her brother's head 
appeared round the kitchen door. 

'Isa, do you think we've enough for one more to lunch?' 

Mrs. McCulloch nodded. 'Yes, of course.' She looked a question. 

'Then I'll ask Rob Carr to come in and join us,' and before either 
Rosabel or his mother-in-law could make any comment he had 
withdrawn his head and disappeared again. 

Rosabel raised her eyebrows as she looked across the kitchen. 'My 
goodness! Peter has taken a shine to the fellow, hasn't he, Isa? I've 
never known him behave like this with anyone before. And it's not 
as if we know anything about him. He just appeared out of the blue 
and Peter's treating him like a bosom pal.' 

Isa turned away and began to count out dinner plates and put 
vegetable dishes to warm. For a moment Rosabel thought she 
wasn't going to comment and then Mrs. McCulloch said, 'Well, 
he's really quite a nice man, you know, Rosabel.' 

'Yes, but...' Rosabel was beginning to put forward further 
objections to their additional guest when the door burst open and 
Peter's young daughters rushed in. 

'Gran, is lunch ready yet? We're absolutely famished,' Katya 
announced. 

Mrs. McCulloch looked down and smiled. 'You're always 
famished, Katya. You know very well it's not ready. You'll get 
your lunch on the dot of one o'clock, I promise you. In the 
meantime, if you can't hold out, what about a slice of bread and 
butter?' 



'Gosh, yes - even an old crust would do,’ said Jennie, and Mrs. 
McCulloch laughed as she opened the pantry door and took out a 
loaf and the butter dish. 

'Here you are. Cut yourselves a good thick slice and let's hear no 
more about being hungry.' 

The two children soon had the bread board on the table, and while 
Katya scrabbled in a drawer for the bread knife, Rosabel handed 
over a butter knife to Jennie. 

'I expect you want to spread the butter an inch thick as usual. Don't 
get it all over yourself for heaven's sake. You're both so thin - 
where do you put it all? Got hollow legs?' 

When Rosabel went to finish setting the dinner table, she could not 
resist a glance through the window. §he could see a corner of the 
lawn sufficient to give her a glimpse of Peter and their visitor 
again deep in conversation. Peter was emphasizing his points with 
a wagging finger and the man was looking down as he listened, 
half smiling and nodding from time to time. As Rosabel watched 
she saw his lips move as he made some remark to her brother, and 
then turning away he picked up the brush and bundle of rags and 
began to clean the mower. Peter too turned away and began to 
walk in the direction of the kitchen door. 

At five to one Colonel Brewer's car drove into the yard. He walked 
informally into the kitchen where Rosabel was dishing up 
vegetables, and Mrs. McCulloch was standing at the cooker, 
watching the gravy and putting last minute touches to her well- 
cooked lunch. 

'Hum, smells nice in here. I wish my Mrs. Watson had your touch, 
Isa. I suppose I shouldn't complain, but somehow when she puts on 



a meal something always seem to be not quite right. Expect you've 
noticed it though when you've been over,' he finished glumly. 

'Well, I love cooking, Eric, and it has always come easy to me. 
Mrs. Watson leans more to the cleaning and polishing side of 
housekeeping, perhaps. Anyway I can't say I've noticed anything 
wrong when I've been over to have a meal with you, and the house 
is perfection. You must admit she keeps those antique pieces 
you're so proud of beautifully polished.' 

'Yes, I must say that for her,' Eric Brewer admitted rather 
grudgingly, 'but a man likes something rather special on his table 
occasionally, Isa, as I expect you well know. It smells like beef to 
me you're cooking. One of my favourites.' 

Isa McCulloch smiled as she took off her apron. She and the 
Colonel had known each other for a great number of years and 
treated one another with little ceremony, though the Colonel, a 
stickler for good manners, never addressed her without his rather 
old-fashioned brand of courtesy. 

He, Mrs. McCulloch, Peter and Rosabel were enjoying a pre-lunch 
sherry in the sunny living-room when the door burst open and 
Katya and Jennie propelled Robert Carver into the room. He had 
obviously done his best to tidy himself up for the family meal. His 
brown hair had been meticulously brushed, but was already 
beginning to curl again over his ears. His shirt-sleeves had been 
rolled down and buttoned and he had put on a tie, though Rosabel 
noticed that this did not hide apparent signs of wear on the collar. 
Still, she had to admit that at least the shirt was clean, and his 
voice as he acknowledged his introduction to Colonel Brewer was 
low and pleasant. 



It gave her no clue to where he might have been born, though 
Rosabel suspected that he was not Scottish. He turned and smiled 
half quizzically as Peter said, 'And of course you know my sister, 
Rosabel.' 

She half smiled in return, suddenly remembering their last meeting 
and her rudeness and subsequent apology. If he too was 
remembering, neither his expression nor his quiet words of 
greeting gave her any clue to what he must be thinking. She was 
glad when he turned away to accept the glass Peter was holding 
out to him. Rather to her surprise, she noticed that he was drinking 
not sherry, like the others, but a tomato juice. 

The meal which followed was eaten without the feeling of unease 
around the table which she had anticipated. She had thought 
perhaps that the mixed company might have caused awkward 
silences while they all searched for a topic of conversation of 
general interest, but nothing deterred the little girls from 
chattering, not even a loaded plate set in front of them, and the 
three men soon discovered shared interests. 

It wasn't until something was said about doctoring that the first 
embarrassing moment occurred. Peter looked across the table. 

'You should talk to my sister about healing the sick. She has a pet 
theory about it.’ 

Rosabel looked down, a blush beginning in her cheeks. She wished 
she had never voiced this particular notion of hers to her brother. 
Trust him to bring it up just at this moment! To try and change the 
subject she offered her nieces more vegetables, and her hand shook 
slightly as she spooned more potato on to Katya's plate. 



But Peter wasn't to be put off, and she longed to hurl something 
hard at him as he continued, a twinkle in his eyes, 'Look at her 
blushing! I know she doesn't want me to talk about it.’ 

'What’s this, Rosabel?’ Eric Brewer cut in. 'Come on now, tell us. 
Peter has whetted our curiosity.’ 

'She'll not tell you,’ Peter answered for her. 'I can see her looking 
daggers at me for mentioning it. But Rosie has always said that a 
bit of love does far more than all the treatments and medicines put 
together.' 

'Ah, a love cure,' said Eric Brewer, nodding his head. 'That's what 
you advocate, is it? What do you do, Rosabel? Cuddle them to 
death, or should I say "to life"?' 

At Rosabel’s indignant flushed expression, the group around the 
table burst out laughing, with the exception of Robert Carver. 
Though he was smiling and obviously amused by the turn the 
conversation had taken, he certainly was not laughing outright at 
her unusual views. 

As she glanced up, Rosabel subconsciously noticed that he hadn't 
joined in the general laughter at her discomfiture. 

Peter wiped his eyes and said, 'Sorry, old thing, but your face is a 
picture. Don't get on your high horse now. I know when you do 
your rounds you're the soul of efficiency, but I’ve noticed you've 
cut out a lot of the starchiness, and people are pleased when I tell 
them I'm going to get you to call instead of being dismayed at 
having a nurse in their homes. I know some of the local people 
were quite frightened of the previous nurse because she used to 
lecture them on hygiene and ticked them off in no uncertain 
manner if they didn't carry out her directions to the letter. In a 
country practice, I must say I've found that if you let the little 



things slide that don't matter all that much, people do seem to get 
better much quicker. And those with no proper bathrooms do bless 
one for understanding their difficulties. There’s usually some 
alternative one can suggest in case of sickness that they can 
understand and carry out. That's where Rosabel's idea comes into 
its own. She's got them all eating out of her hand around hare. And 
she spread the happy notion that things should be done a certain 
way not because she’s a nurse and I'm a doctor and we say so, but 
because little Johnny and old Grandpa are going to get better 
quicker, and by her methods they do frequently recover more 
rapidly. It's fantastic!’ 

'Not really,' Mrs. McCulloch supported him. 'What about that idea 
of Hitler's, to raise an Aryan race? When he bred his perfect 
children, took them away from their mothers at birth and raised 
them in special homes, half of them were backward mentally, and 
I'm sure it was just because they weren't loved or cuddled as they 
would have been, left in natural surroundings. Why, even animals 
know. Some people can't keep a cat for instance. Each new kitten 
they get wanders off and finds himself a new home where he'll get 
the attention he expects.’ 

'Our cats never wander off, Gran,’ Katya piped up. 'Why, when 
Cinders turned up, you shooshed and shooshed him away, saying 
one cat was quite enough, but he just wouldn't go.’ 

'Yes, and I know why,’ Mrs. McCulloch said sadly, 'because every 
time I put him out at the back door, you and Jennie nipped round 
and took him in at the front. And look at him now! As fat as butter 
and the laziest thing on four legs.’ 

As if he knew his name, the enormous black and white cat lying in 
a patch of sunshine across the dining-room yawned and stretched. 
Thank goodness for a change of subject, Rosabel thought as she 



looked in his direction. Thanks to her brother's expansiveness, she 
had been the centre of attention for the last five minutes, and as 
she rose to clear and bring on the dessert she was glad to notice 
that more ordinary topics were once more being discussed round 
the table. 

Bless Katya! She should have an ice-cream or an extra bar of 
chocolate this week for coming, however unwittingly, to her aunt's 
rescue. 

As soon as coffee had been served, Rosabel vanished into the 
kitchen on the pretext that it was her turn to do the washing up. 
After a keenly shrewd glance in her direction, Isa McCulloch 
raised no objection, but settled herself more comfortably into an 
armchair, and poured herself a second cup of coffee. 

Alone in the kitchen, Rosabel quite happily set about fitting all the 
used crockery into the big dishwasher. A glance out of the window 
assured her that the lawn now stood empty apart from the two deck 
chairs standing in solitary splendour at one end of the neatly 
shaven turf. When she had finished here it would be nice to go out 
and have a snooze in the sunshine, but she certainly wasn't going 
to risk meeting their rather odd guest. No, she'd collect the girls, if 
she could find them, and persuade them to go for a walk. They 
often went up the hill which stood behind the house. It was a nice 
walk over the top dropping down into the next village, and they 
could come back along the little coast track which wound along 
the side of the river. 

Half an hour later the kitchen was back to normal, everything 
spick and span and in its place. Rosabel gave a last lingering wipe 
to the formica top of the kitchen table and hung up the dishcloth. 



Upstairs she discovered Jennie and Katya playing a game on the 
floor of their bedroom, but when she put her head round the door 
they both looked up. 

'Do either of you feel like a walk ?’ 

'Yes, I'd love to come,' said Jennie, jumping up, and scattering the 
pieces of the Scrabble board. 

Katya gave a yell of protest. 'Oh, you mean thing! And I was 
winning too.’ 

'Never mind!' Rosabel consoled her. 'I'll have a game with you 
when we get back and you can beat me hollow. In the meantime, 
come on. Let's not waste this lovely afternoon.' 

Jennie was already putting on her shoes which she had discarded 
earlier, as Katya got slowly to her feet. 'All right then, Rosie. I 
don't want to stay here on my own and it's quite obvious Jen's 
coming with you. How long before you go?' 

Rosabel glanced at her watch. 'Well, I just want to have a quick 
wash. Say in five minutes.' 

The three girls were soon climbing the hill which rose behind the 
house, and was known in the village as 'Ben Bannford' since it 
really hadn't got a proper name of its own. When they reached the 
summit, a grassy plateau, dotted here and there with huge clumps 
of heather, they sat down on the one craggy stone sticking up in 
the middle. 

From it they had a marvellous view. In front of them stretched the 
river winding down on its way to the Solway. To the right lay the 
village, and to the left Ben Bannford ran down in gentle slopes 
towards the next village. 



Rockspit was much more a seaside and tourist place than Bannford 
would ever be. It had its caravan site, its big flourishing tourist 
hotel, not to mention a row of brightly coloured cabins which were 
let out to summer visitors. Rosabel, as she followed the girls down 
the track, could see that half of these had already been painted for 
the summer season. The blues, yellows and pinks stood out against 
the silvery sands. 

By the time she reached the beach, both Katya and Jennie had their 
shoes and socks off and were dipping their feet in the sea, 
shrieking as the cold water crept over their toes. 

'You're quite mad,' Rosie said as she joined them. 'It's always icy 
in May, and I don't think we’ve got so much as a handkerchief big 
enough to dry your feet when you come out.’ 

'Never mind, Rosie, don't fuss,’ soothed Katya. 'We can always run 
up and down until we’re dry and then brush the sand off with our 
socks.' 

'Yes, and what's Gran going to say about that?’ Rosie asked. Tm 
sure she'll be pleased to have sandy socks in the washing machine 
tomorrow! Quite apart from anything else, I don't suppose it does 
the works any good.’ 

But for all the notice the girls took she might not have spoken, and 
in any case, the damage was already done. Their feet and legs were 
well and truly wet. 

She sat down on the sands and waited until they had finished their 
paddle. Ten minutes running up and down and playing with a 
small ball which Jennie produced from her pocket soon had them 
dry enough to put on their socks and shoes and start home. A 
glance at Rosie's watch had warned her that it was getting near to 



tea-time, and they wouldn't be at all popular if they weren't back in 
time to partake of Mrs. McCulloch's lavish Sunday afternoon tea. 

They returned home by the river path. This was a small grassy 
track, just about wide enough to take a car. It wound from 
Rockspit along the river bank and back to Bannford itself. 
Although it would take car, it was an intrepid driver who 
attempted it, because the track itself was grassy and strewn with 
rocks and huge potholes. However, it made an excellent walk and 
saved the toil up Ben Bannford. 

They were about half-way home when a solitary figure came into 
view. Katya at once let out a ’Hullo' of welcome when she 
recognized the man. She rushed forward and got hold of his arm, 
gazing up into his face. Rosabel and Jennie were still too far away 
to hear what she was saying, but by the excited jumping up and 
down, they presumed that Katya was telling about the paddle 
they’d enjoyed half an hour before. Robert Carver was smiling 
down at her in an affectionate way, and Rosabel was surprised to 
see how it altered his face. In repose it had almost a monkish 
expression, but now, lit up by a brilliant smile, his eyes sparkling 
as he laughed at some particularly provocative remark of Katya's, 
it quite altered his appearance, and Rosabel was astonished to 
realize that some people might have considered him to be quite 
good-looking. 

By the time she and Jennie had reached the other two, she had 
schooled her expression, and she smiled gently in a rather diffident 
manner as he said 'Hullo' again. 

'Aren't you coming back to have tea?' Katya demanded. 

Robert had stopped as Rosabel and Jennie approached. 'No, I think 
your gran did me very well giving me lunch today.' He patted his 



abdomen. 'I've rather overeaten, I'm afraid, so I'm walking it off. 
One of the boatmen said that this was a nice easy stroll to the next 
village, so I thought I'd walk round there. Might even have a 
paddle like you've had.' And the corners of his eyes crinkled up as 
he made this last remark. 

'I don't advise it unless you've got a towel,' said Rosabel. 'It's 
bitterly cold. Even the girls noticed it when they first went in. 
Solway has always been reputed to be one of the coldest stretches 
of water, and in May anyhow we don't expect it to be very warm 
anywhere round the British Isles.' 

'I agree,' Robert nodded. 'My days of swimming in British waters 
were over years ago. The Mediterranean for me every time.' 

Rosabel opened her eyes. He spoke so casually of swimming in the 
Mediterranean, it sounded as if he went there often. What would a 
tramp like him, and judging by the state of his garments, one with 
very little money, be doing in the Mediterranean? Still, he was one 
big mystery as far as she was concerned, and anyway, it was really 
none of her business. 

Rosabel glanced at her watch. 'Well, we shall be in trouble if we 
don't get back in time for tea, so I think we'll have to ...' she 
stopped abruptly. She had just been going to say 'We'll have to 
love you and leave you,' when she realized how it would sound. 
She finished rather lamely, 'Well, we'd better be going.' 

The man glanced at her across Katya's head. She was sure she saw 
a twinkle lurking deep in his eyes as if he had guessed the words 
on the tip of her tongue. As the girls also said 'good-bye' and then 
raced ahead down the track, Rosabel was assailed again by a 
feeling of acute annoyance. Why did she always put her foot in it? 
Why did she always do or say something which ruffled her usual 



calmness when she was in proximity with this man? It wasn't that 
she really disliked him. She didn't know enough about him to 
dislike him. But ever since he had come so abruptly into their 
lives, she had seemed to jump from one awkward situation to 
another. It wasn't like her to be quite so gauche. 

When they got back to the house, Mrs. McCulloch was in the 
kitchen buttering oakcakes and pancakes and getting out from the 
tins the various cakes which she always baked ready for each 
week-end. Peter was fast asleep on a deckchair in the garden, 
looking very peaceful indeed. 

’Not often he gets a sleep like that,’ Rosabel remarked as she 
warmed the pot. 

'No, it isn't,' Mrs. McCulloch agreed. 'I was glad to see him settle 
down there after Eric left. He was called out last night, as I 
suppose you know?’ 

'Yes,' said Rosie. 'What was it? Anything frightfully urgent? I 
forgot to ask him this morning.' 

'No! It was a false alarm. I don't mind when he has to get up for a 
baby, or someone who's had a serious attack, but I do think people 
ought to just wait for a while before they panic and ring for the 
doctor. It was old Mrs. Seddon again. She thought her husband had 
had a stroke.’ 

'That’s the third time she’s done that,' Rosie said. 'How many shall 
I put in, Isa?' 

Mrs. McCulloch glanced over, the subject of Mrs. Seddon 
obviously already forgotten. 



'Oh, four spoonsful, I think. No, put in five, Peter likes it strong, 
and take in an extra jug of water, will you, Rosabel? Then I can 
water down the girls’.’ 

Rosabel poured boiling water over the tea-leaves and put the 
teapot on the tray. As she carried it through to the living-room, she 
heard the girls chattering in the big cloakroom in the hall. 

'Well, I don’t care what you say, Jennie. I think he’s absolutely 
super, and I’m awfully glad he came here.’ 

'I didn’t say I didn't like him,’ the second voice replied, 'I just said 
that you’re making yourself a fool over him, hanging on his arm 
and rushing across to speak to him every time he appears.' 

’Well, I can’t help it if I’ve got a crush on him,’ said Katya. 'He’s the 
first really beautiful decent man who’s ever taken any notice of me, 
and there's one thing about him, he doesn’t talk down to me like 
everybody else seems to do. Even Rosie at times forgets and talks 
to us as if we were about three years old and stupid as well.’ 

Rosabel smiled to herself as she put the tray down. She wasn’t too 
grown up to remember how she had thought just the same thing 
herself about some of her older relations and particularly hated 
those who treated her as a little girl. There had been one aunt in 
particular who had persisted, even when she was in her late teens, 
in sending her presents much more suitable for a child of eight or 
nine. She must try in future never to talk down to Katya again, not 
even when she was feeling tired and a little exasperated at her 
sometimes importunate niece. 

The next morning started badly. Peter had been called out at five 
a.m. to a confinement, and Rosabel, who had heard the telephone, 
and who had got up to make him a cup of tea, had accidentally 
turned off the alarm, with the result that they were half an hour late 



getting up. Then Katya, who had a sewing lesson in the afternoon, 
found that she had mislaid the linen tablecloth that she was 
laboriously embroidering and a feverish search was made all over 
the house, before it was discovered under a pile of toys in the 
corner of her bedroom cupboard. 

By the time the girls had left for school, and Isa and Rosabel had 
started to clear the breakfast table, they were both feeling rather 
exhausted. It didn't help when five minutes later the telephone 
went and it was the husband of Peter's receptionist to say that his 
wife had a heavy cold and wouldn't be able to come in and do the 
morning surgery. 

Rosabel groaned when Isa came in and told her what had been said 
over the telephone. ’Talk about troubles never coming singly, Isa! 
Never mind, I don't have to go out until ten o'clock, so if Peter's 
back in time to start surgery promptly, I'll be able to help him 
through it, I think.' 

But it was nearly ten-thirty before the crowded waiting room had 
emptied and Rosabel was able to get her own list and get out on 
her rounds. When she finally got back it was twenty past one. As 
she drove down the village street she suddenly remembered old 
Ben Munro at the village inn. He was the father of the licensee and 
a real character, being noted in the village for his temper. This was 
actually a reputation he no longer merited. Unable to move about 
very much, he now seemed to Rosabel no more than a rather 
pathetic old man unable to come to terms with his infirmities. 

When she walked through the bar to get to the living quarters, she 
noticed that Robert Carver was standing, a glass of amber liquid at 
his elbow, talking to two or three of the local fishermen. He 
nodded as she passed Mm to go behind the bar counter and up the 
stairs in the rear. 



As she disappeared, Rosabel heard his voice behind her saying, 
'What about another round? My call, I think,' and the licensee Tom 
Munro answered, 'Right you are, sir. Coming up.’ 

Rosabel's thoughts were mixed as she continued up the stairs to the 
sitting-room of the inn. So she had been right after all that first 
time. He had been drunk. It was quite evident from the casual ease 
with which he leaned on a bar and made friends with the regulars 
that he wasn't unfamiliar with the inside of a public house. 

However, she dismissed thoughts of the man below as she knocked 
gently on the sitting-room door and went in. Old Mr. Munro 
greeted her as if he'd been waiting for a week for her to put in an 
appearance, instead of an hour. 

'So you're here at last, nurse, are you? Think my old leg not good 
enough for your attention, I suppose?' 

Rosabel half listened to his complaints as she undid her bag and 
got out the things she would need to do his dressing. The old man 
had been troubled for years with a varicose ulcer and he was often 
unable to walk. However, he flatly refused to go into hospital for 
treatment and possible surgery, so Peter and Rosabel between 
them had to do the best they could with more conservative 
methods. 

When she got downstairs again, Robert Carver had gone. There 
was no sign of him as she drove along the village street and she 
wondered idly where he had got to. Driving into the yard she came 
upon him diligently washing her brother's car, and as she parked 
her small Mini beside the larger vehicle he glanced up and smiled 
in her direction. 

'Did you want to put your car in the garage?' he asked in his quiet 
way as Rosabel got out. ’I can easily move if I'm in your way.’ 



'No, it's all right,' Rosabel answered. 'As soon as I've had a spot of 
lunch I've got to go out again. I've only done half my list, I'm 
afraid.' 

He nodded, as he turned away to reach for the sponge in the bucket 
of water standing beside him. And then to Rosabel's surprise he 
put a hand on the wing of the car nearest to him and slid very 
gently to his knees and then full length on the ground. 

She dropped her hat which she had taken off the moment before 
and was beside him in a flash. She loosened another button on the 
collar so that he had plenty of air, and then sitting him upright, she 
bent his head down between his splayed out legs. 

He came to almost immediately, and opening his eyes, blinked at 
her. He put a hand up to the handle of the car door, and pulled 
himself to his feet. 

'Sorry about that,' he said abruptly. 

Rosabel stood for a moment wondering what to do. She couldn't 
tell really whether he had lost his colour or not, because his skin 
was tanned an even brown. He seemed perfectly all right after that 
brief faint and she could only assume that he had over-indulged at 
lunchtime. Perhaps he hadn't bothered to have anything to eat. 

She stood for a moment longer and then said, 'Perhaps my brother 
ought to have a look at you.' 

'There's absolutely no need. I'm perfectly all right, thank you,' and 
he turned away so definitely that she had no alternative but to walk 
slowly towards the house. 

But Rosabel was too good a nurse to be put off so easily. When 
she reached the house she went into the surgery and stood for a 



moment in the middle of the room, deep in thought. Then she went 
towards the cabinet where her brother kept a supply of medicines 
and taking out the Alka-Seltzer, mixed a dose in a medicine glass. 

When she got back to the yard, Robert Carver was apparently 
getting on with the cleaning of Peter's well used saloon, but as she 
walked towards him, she noticed that he was working just that 
little bit slower than before. 

As soon as she was standing beside him, she held the glass tinder 
his nose. 'I know you said you were perfectly all right,’ she began, 
'but I think you ought to have this.’ 

He looked at her for a moment and then leaving the sponge on the 
roof of the car he reached out and took the glass, and glanced 
down into the contents which were still fizzing gently. When he 
looked back up at her, Rosabel could have sworn that she caught a 
glint of amusement deep in the grey eyes, but without a word he 
put the glass to his lips and tossed off the dose. 

While he did this, she stood considering him. She couldn't possibly 
regard anyone who needed her professional attention in the light of 
an enemy. The fact that a few minutes earlier she had suddenly 
found herself giving first aid had brought about a complete change 
in her attitude, almost like the turning of a switch. If her diagnosis 
were correct, and he was too weak to resist the impulse to drink 
more than was good for him, perhaps she might be able to teach 
him to avoid temptation and give up the habit. Even as the thought 
crossed her mind she recalled that generations of women had tried 
to woo countless men away from the bottle and had not succeeded. 

When Rob held out the empty glass he smiled into her eyes, and 
though she was used to admiring glances, Rosabel felt her heart 



beat a little quicker. He could be a charmer, she thought, if he set 
his mind to it. 

His mouth was still tilted in a half smile as he asked, 'That isn't a 
crusading light I see in your eyes, is it?' And then as she didn't 
immediately reply continued, 'Or is it just pity for the poor 
spineless derelict?' 

Rosabel was quite taken aback. She had not realized that her 
thoughts had been so obviously mirrored in her eyes. She didn't 
believe in fibbing, but here a white he would have to be told. 

She shook her head and said, as if considering the matter, 'I don't 
think it was either.' She smiled ruefully, 'But I did think perhaps I 
could help you in some way.' 

Robert Carver picked up the sponge again. 'You're all helping me 
in your different ways. I was very fortunate to come to Bannford 
and meet your family.' He set to on the car in a vigorous manner as 
he finished speaking and there was no doubting his dismissal this 
time. Rosabel stood in silence for perhaps half a minute and then, 
turning, walked quickly back to the house. 

She was later than usual arriving home from her afternoon calls 
and she found that Penny McGill had already arrived. Peter had 
finished his surgery in good time, so as soon as Rosabel had 
washed her hands they were all able to sit down together to have 
supper. The babble round the table seemed deafening since the 
girls, with whom Penny was a firm favourite, took the opportunity 
to pelt her with questions about her job. They were both just at the 
age when they were beginning to dream of what they'd like to be 
when they were grown up. Katya, the irresponsible tomboy, was 
still hooked on the apparently glamorous idea of becoming an air 
hostess, but Jennie, with her head not so far in the clouds, had 



more down-to-earth ideas. She was intrigued with Penny's unusual 
occupation, especially since Penny always had a fund of amusing 
stories about the farms she served. The farming community around 
Bannford always seemed to be able to produce some incident with 
which Penny would regale her young listeners. 

Tonight's anecdote was about the prize sow getting out at one farm 
where she worked. It had taken the combined efforts of the entire 
farm staff, plus herself, to capture the recalcitrant animal. Penny's 
tale of how the sow had rushed her from behind, knocking her flat 
on her face in the muddy yard, raised shrieks of merriment from 
Rosabel's nieces. 

'It's all very well for you to laugh,' Penny said, trying hard to sound 
as if she didn't think it as funny as they did, 'but you should have 
seen me when I finally got up. Having knocked me down, that 
wretched sow added insult to injury by running over my 
recumbent body and of course it pressed my face further into the 
mud and slush. I didn't think I'd ever get my face really clean 
again.' 

'I hope you sent them a bill for cleaning your things, Penny,' Mrs. 
McCulloch said as the laughter died down. 

Penny grinned. 'Well, as a matter of fact, they're very good to me 
there, and in a way it was my own fault going out without putting 
on an old mac or something like that. I might have known that on a 
wet day I'd probably slip. Anyway, in a way it's been worth it. I've 
laughed about it so much since it happened that even the horror of 
my first glimpse of myself in a mirror afterwards didn't seem to 
matter.' 



As soon as supper was over, the youngsters were sent off to do 
their prep and Penny got out her material and laid it on the dining¬ 
room table. 

'Oh, that is lovely!’ Rosabel exclaimed involuntarily. 

Certainly Penny had chosen wisely. It was a heavy synthetic 
material with a huge pattern of exotic flowers and leaves on a 
white ground. The colours themselves, burnt orange, lime green, 
black and several shades of mauve from Parma violet to purple, 
complimented Penny's particular brand of fairness and when she 
held the half-finished garment up to her face, Mrs. McCulloch, 
coming into the room at that moment, echoed Rosabel's remarks. 

'My dear, it’s just you. And I like that plain long style. Now what's 
going wrong you can't manage yourself?’ 

Rosabel sat down on the other side of the table and watched as 
Isabel McCulloch's skilled fingers soon had the sleeves pinned in 
place and the neckline adjusted. 

'Slip it on, my dear, then I can check to see if it hangs nicely.’ 

It didn't take a minute for Penny to step out of her dress and into 
the evening dress, and only five more for Mrs. McCulloch to fit it 
to her satisfaction. She also complimented Penny on her 
dressmaking talents. ’I wish Rosabel were as good. She and Katya 
make a pair when it comes to sewing.' 

Rosabel made a laughing grimace as she got up to help Penny off 
with the dress. 

'We can't all be good at everything like you, Isa dear. Some of us 
have to be onlookers, you know,’ and as Penny offered grateful 
thanks for her help, Isa smiled at the two girls and hurried off to 



answer the telephone which could be heard ringing shrilly in the 
hall. 


As she put her day dress on again and tidied her hair, Penny asked 
Rosabel who was taking her to the golf club dance this year. 

'I suppose you'll be partnering Bill Johnston, will you?’ 

she asked. 'When's the wedding to be, Rosie, or shouldn't I 
inquire?' 

Rosabel was silent for a moment or two before she answered. Then 
she looked up and asked a question herself. 'Is everyone wondering 
the same thing, Penny?’ 

Her friend gazed frankly back at her. 'Well, I have heard one or 
two people talk as if it’s a foregone conclusion, but knowing you, I 
didn't agree with them. You haven't got that look of champagne 
bubbles and apple blossom about you, if you get my meaning. If 
you were really a hundred per cent in love that’s how I think you'd 
look. No one would be in any doubt.' 

Rosabel blushed. 'Transparent, am I? Well, Bill does want to marry 
me, and if I don't smell precisely of apple blossom, I am very, very 
fond of him, Penny. As a matter of fact,’ she went on with a sudden 
impulsive desire to confide in someone, 'Bill has given me until 
tomorrow to make my mind up finally. He wants us to get married 
as soon as the season finishes in September.’ 

'And you can't quite decide?’ Penny asked. Rosabel shook her 
head. Penny turned away and began to fold up her pattern and 
material. 'Well, my advice always is, if in doubt don't.’ 

There was silence for a moment or two except for the rustle of 
paper as Penny wrapped up her things. 



'I'm afraid it will hurt him so if I say no,’ Rosabel remarked, ’I 
believe he thinks it as much a foregone conclusion as those other 
people you mentioned. The trouble is, perhaps that's my fault. I 
have gone out with him fairly regularly for some time now.’ 

'What’s that got to do with it?’ Penny asked. 'You never pretended 
to Bill you were in love with him, I'll be bound, and if he likes to 
kid himself, I can't see you can blame yourself for that. No, I think 
you'll hurt him, and for that matter, yourself if you don’t tell him 
now you don't want to marry him. For you don’t, do you, Rosie? 
Honestly now?’ 

'Honestly, no,' Rosabel admitted, 'But I do feel very guilty about it 
all. I like Bill. He makes an attractive escort and I suppose some 
people would say I've just used him. I guess I was just thinking 
about myself and not even trying to look at it from his point of 
view. It was unspeakably selfish of me.’ 

'Oh, stop blaming yourself,’ scolded Penny, throwing herself into 
an easy chair. 'Bill's a big boy. He's been out with girls before. It 
probably suited him just as much as it did you to have an 
uncomplicated relationship all these months. He didn't suggest 
marriage earlier, I take it?’ 

’No,’ Rosabel answered. 'It came up for the first time properly on 
Saturday night, though he has hinted once or twice that he'd like to 
settle down. I think the hotel and the responsibility of Jean and 
Kate has stopped him before.' 

'Yes, I'm not surprised,’ Penny commented frankly. 'I quite like 
Kate, but Jean - ugh! Could you really contemplate having her as a 
sister-in-law? I couldn't.’ 



'She's not bad, really she isn't, Penny. Not when you get to know 
her. And while we're playing truth and consequence like this, what 
about you and Ian Murray? I've been hearing rumours too.’ 

Penny blushed and then laughed. ’I deserved that! Yes, it’s all true. 
Whatever you've heard, that is. He's taking me to the dance next 
week.' 

’Hence all the dressmaking?’ Rosabel asked. 

'Yes, somehow Ian's rather special, I want to do him proud at the 
dance. Do you like him, Rosabel?’ 

Rosabel nodded. ’Yes, I've always liked him. I thought he was a bit 
spoiled when he was younger, but after that spell away from home 
at Agricultural College he seemed to have changed, and he 
certainly is no Momma's boy now.’ 

They sauntered out to Penny's little car. It was just beginning to get 
dark and Rosabel glanced up at the light in the flat over the garage. 
As she put her key in the car door Penny nodded towards the flat. 
'Your mystery man still staying with you?’ 

Rosabel said, 'There's nothing frightfully mysterious about him. 
He's somebody that Peter has been treating and he’s stopping here 
for a little while. Apparently he’s on a touring holiday and when 
Peter suggested that he might like to stop here for a bit, he 
accepted.' Even as she said the words Rosabel wondered why she 
had dreamed up this rather distorted version of the truth. She didn't 
really know for sure that he was on a holiday, and certainly her 
brother was not formally treating him, although he had rendered 
first aid on the first day, and if, as she guessed, he really was an 
alcoholic, there wasn't a great deal that Peter could do, unless the 
man voluntarily agreed to go into hospital for treatment. 



She turned the direction of Penny's thoughts from this particular 
subject by asking how Fiona was, and as her friend got into the car 
and closed the door Robert Carver was forgotten as they bade each 
other 'Good night.’ 

But when Rosabel finally got to bed it was to dream that she was 
getting married to Bill Johnston. Though she tried to run away 
from the top of the church, lead weights seemed fastened to her 
feet and she felt as if she were tied to the ground. She woke up still 
trying to struggle away from him, and sat upright in bed. It was 
very dark so she switched on the bedside light. Her small clock 
said three a.m. 

Rosabel rubbed her hand over her hair and lay back again, gazing 
thoughtfully at the opposite wall. It wasn't like her to dream, and 
certainly not so vividly that she remembered every detail when she 
awoke. Perhaps it was an omen, or maybe just a subconscious 
reaction to the conversation she had had with Penny earlier. In any 
case it didn't look as if she really wanted to marry Bill. 

She lay for ten minutes or more trying to sort out her ideas, and 
then realizing that sleep was far away, she got out of bed and 
putting on a dressing-gown padded quietly downstairs. A cup of 
tea and a biscuit would probably send her off to sleep again. 

She had just made the tea and was waiting for it to brew when the 
telephone began to ring in the hall. Quickly she sped through and 
lifted the receiver. As Rosabel had feared it was a call for her 
brother, so taking down the name and address she went back to the 
kitchen and pouring out a cup of tea she went quietly upstairs. 

Peter sighed as he sat up. 'I was expecting this,' he said when 
Rosabel gave him the message. 'What are you doing up at this 
time, Rosie?’ 



'Couldn't sleep, so I decided to make myself a cup of tea,' she said 
briefly as she left the room. 

Downstairs again, she had just poured herself a cup of tea and was 
going to the pantry to get out the biscuit box when glancing 
through the window she realized that there was a light in the room 
over the garage. Someone else couldn't sleep either. 

When her brother came down, she went to the back door with him 
and watched as he got the car out and drove away. The light was 
still on and after looking at it thoughtfully for a few minutes, she 
went back into the kitchen and took a mug from the cupboard. 
Filling it with tea and taking a couple of biscuits in her hand, 
Rosabel went out of the back door and across the yard. 

As she mounted the wooden staircase to the flat door she 
wondered at herself. What on earth was she doing? However, 
having come this far, it was silly to turn back, and she knocked 
gently on the door. 

Immediately a deep voice said 'Come in' and turning the handle 
she pushed the door open and stood on the threshold. Robert 
Carver was sitting propped up in bed, his hair ruffled. 

'I saw your light on and as I was making a cup of tea for Peter I 
thought you might like one,' she told him. 

A look of surprise appeared in his eyes for a second, then 
vanished. 'Thanks very much, it would be most welcome.' 

Conversation died for a second as she crossed the room and put the 
mug and the biscuits down on the table beside the bed. His eyes 
followed her every movement and she was beginning to feel 
conscious of her long nightdress and the thin dressing-gown 
covering it. 



She started to speak rather rapidly. 'Well, I'd better get back to bed 
myself, otherwise I shall be fit for nothing in the morning. I'm 
afraid broken nights don't agree with me. Never was much good on 
night duty.’ 

He didn't answer until she was back at the door, and then at his 
brief, 'Well, many thanks for the tea. Good night!’ she turned to 
look at him. 

A suspicion of amusement in his voice had brought her head round 
in a flash. But when she looked at his face it appeared quite devoid 
of merriment. His mouth was serious and if his eyes held a gleam 
of mischief she couldn't see it from this distance. But there'd been 
no denying the amusement in his voice during that last short 
sentence; she hadn't imagined that. Was he making fun of her? Did 
he think her ridiculous running after him with drinks? Yesterday 
an Alka-Seltzer and tonight a cup of tea! She'd have to control her 
impulsive gestures or he would be getting the wrong ideas. 

When she got back to bed it was still some time before she 
dropped off. She kept turning over in her mind tactful ways of 
telling Bill her decision. But although she thought of several 
different ways of approaching the subject, none of them seemed 
satisfactory, and she finally decided she would have to wait for the 
next evening and play it off the cuff. 

It turned out even worse than she’d anticipated. Bill picked her up 
about half past seven and they drove into Dumfries for dinner. For 
the first half of the evening everything was as usual. Although 
Rosabel was feeling tense and nervous she managed to put on a 
facade of gay amusement and chatted on as if it was just like every 
other meal they had shared in the past months. If Bill was a little 
quieter than usual it wasn't very apparent. He laughed just as gaily 
at some of her nonsensical stories about patients. 



It wasn't until coffee had been served and he had ordered a liqueur 
for Rosabel that he turned to the subject that had probably been 
uppermost in both their minds for the entire evening. He looked at 
her across the table and said quietly, ’Have you come to a decision, 
Roz, for I would like to know?’ 

Everything that Rosabel had thought of to say flew out of her 
mind. She looked across at him. Bill was such a nice man and she 
was really so very fond of him, but an inner voice told her not to 
be stupid, not to let her soft heart run away with her common 
sense. It was no good just being fond of someone when one had to 
decide whether one was going to spend the next fifty years with 
them, looking over the toast and marmalade at them every morning 
and sharing all the ups and downs of married life. 

She cleared her throat. 'Bill, I'm sorry.' She didn't get any further. 

He leaned across and patted her hand. 

'Don't say any more. Only why, Rosabel, why? I thought 
everything was settled, it was just a case of getting you to name 
the day.’ 

Rosabel could feel the colour creeping up her neck and cheeks. 
She gazed down into the coffee cup and stirred it absently. 'I can't 
explain Bill. But oh, I'm sorry! I feel I’ve not been fair to you.’ 

'Oh, nonsense, I'm not going to have that sort of remark. Of course 
you've been fair to me. It was just that I thought you were as fond 
of me as I was of you.' 

'Yes, I thought so myself,' Rosabel faltered. 'But I'm not fond 
enough of you, Bill, to want to get married to you. Do you 
understand the difference?’ 



Bill looked silently at her and his soft brown eyes held the sort of 
look which made Rosabel's heart almost stop with compunction. 
The sort of look one sees sometimes in the eyes of a faithful dog 
who doesn't understand why he's being punished for something. 

Poor Bill! If only she'd had the sense to see where things were 
leading some weeks ago instead of just going on as she had done. 
Taking his company for granted and not realizing that both he and 
everybody else for that matter was taking it as a foregone 
conclusion that she and Bill were serious about one another. She 
knew what would happen when the news got out. She would be 
dubbed as 'heartless' or 'frivolous' or 'flirtatious' by every old tabby 
in the district, and the worst part about it was that in a way she 
realized that she deserved it. Whatever Bill might say to the 
contrary she hadn't been fair to him. 

Next day was her half-day, but owing to a muddled address, it was 
nearly four o'clock before Rosabel arrived home. Peter was out on 
his rounds, the girls were still at school and Isa had gone out to 
have tea with an old friend. The house was quiet apart from the 
sounds from behind the surgery door where the receptionist was 
getting on with her work. 

Rosabel went wearily upstairs to change out of her uniform. A bit 
of fresh air might do her good. She seemed to have been cooped 
up in houses all morning and the ring of complaining voices, even 
if they were genuine complaints, would ring less loudly in her ears, 
she felt, if she were to go for a brisk tramp up the hill behind the 
house. 

She got into a shirt and a pair of old jeans, found a thick sweater, 
put on a pair of comfortable old walking shoes and set out. When 
she was on top of the small hill which overlooked the estuary, she 
sat down and leaned her back against a convenient rock. 



How peaceful it was up here! As far as she could see, she was the 
only person for miles around. The little fishing boats tied up below 
bobbed on the ebbing tide and when she turned her head she could 
see a line of rollers where the little river Bann met the Solway. 

The sun was shining a little fitfully as if rain was on the . way, but 
at the moment all was quiet. The wind had dropped and the air was 
mild and balmy. Rosabel sat there hoping that her throbbing head 
would ease. Perhaps she should have had a cup of tea before she 
came out, but she hadn't felt like going to the trouble of making it. 
All she could think of was coming up here and having a little 
peace and quiet with time to think. 

Not that thinking was going to do any good, she'd made her 
decision and intended to stick by it. She'd have to put up with any 
recriminations which were likely to come her way. She hadn't yet 
told Peter and Isa what had happened, but she didn't doubt that 
they would hear the news from other sources before many days 
had passed. She wondered vaguely what their reactions would be. 
Though neither had actually mentioned it to her, it was probable 
that they too expected her and Bill to make a match of it. 

She was just beginning to think that perhaps she had better get up 
and go back to the house when something made her turn her head. 
Coming up the path from the direction of the village was the man 
she knew as Robert Carr. He was strolling easily along, a pipe 
between his lips, and as he saw her he raised one hand in a brief 
greeting. 

'Hello there! I saw you set out about three-quarters of an hour ago 
and I wondered if you were coming this way.' 


So he'd been following her, Rosabel thought. How odd! 



'You looked a bit white as you passed the window, and I wondered 
if you were all right, but I see your colour's come back now. 
Having come to my rescue a couple of times, I thought it only 
right that I should help you in similar circumstances.' 

Rosabel's eyebrows shot up. 'Good gracious me,' she said, 'we're 
beginning to be a mutual benefit society.' Then she saw the funny 
side of it and burst out laughing. 

'That's better,' said Robert. 'When I came up the path just now you 
were looking very solemn indeed. Got a headache?' 

Rosabel was surprised again. 'I have, as a matter of fact,' she said. 
'It's supposed to be my half-day, but it was more like three-quarters 
before I was free to knock off. It's not like me to get a headache 
like this. I don't know what I can have been doing.' 

What a fibber I am, she thought, as she finished speaking. Of 
course I know what's given it to me. 

He had strolled up to her by this time and crouched down in the 
heather at her side. 'I could get rid of it for you if you like,' he 
offered. 

Rosabel tilted her head back and looked at him, surprised to see 
how near his face was to her own. 'What do you mean?' 

'Well, I'm quite handy at soothing headaches away if you're willing 
to try, especially one caused by overwork and tension.' 

If Rosabel was surprised before she was doubly surprised now. 
Without showing it, however, she asked, 'What do you want me to 
do?' 


'Well, if you just take this wool thing off.' 



She slipped it over her head. Robert crouched behind her and she 
felt his thumbs beginning to knead into the muscles at the base of 
her neck. She bent her head forward. Immediately a feeling of 
relief began to surge through her. Whatever the technique he was 
using it was certainly being successful. She could feel his thumbs 
moving up and down her neck and then up into the hairline. It was 
as if someone was taking a brush and sweeping the headache 
away. 

A few minutes later he removed his hands. 'That better?' he asked. 

As she pulled the sweater back over her head Rosabel nodded. 'I 
don't know how you managed it, but you seem to have magic in 
your fingers. I feel a lot better now.’ 

'Good,' he said as he sat down behind her, and then putting the 
pipe almost under her nose, 'Mind if I smoke?' 

'Not at all,' Rosabel said. 'Help yourself.' 

'Would you like a cigarette?' he asked. 

'I don't,' said Rosabel. 'Thanks very much.' 

'Good,' he remarked. 'I don't like to see women smoking.' 

Rosabel's head jerked round. 'You've got very decided ideas on 
what women should and shouldn't do?' 

'Oh, very decided,' he agreed, and then laughed as he saw the 
affronted expression on her face. 'I hope you're not a feminist.' 

'Well, not a complete one,' she admitted. 'On the other hand I don't 
believe that men should rule the world. I think they should permit 



women to help more. It would be a better place if women had 
more say.' 

Robert Carver burst out laughing. 'I can see that if you'd been born 
fifty years ago Mrs. Pankhurst would have had an ardent follower!' 

Rosabel laughed in her turn. 'Oh no, I don't think I'm the sort to 
chain myself to railings, however deeply I felt about a subject. I 
think I'd try and get my way by different methods from those. I'm 
not a militant.' 

'I don't suppose you are,’ he said, considering her. Rosabel could 
feel herself beginning to flush. He made no secret about the fact 
that he was looking her over and assessing her every feature and as 
the colour deepened still more in her face he laughed again and 
apologized. 

'Sorry,' he said. 'It's one of my worst faults. I forget that people 
don't understand. I'm not meaning to embarrass you or anything, 
but I do like to scrutinise people and satisfy myself about what 
makes them tick.' 

'And are you ever disappointed in what you find?' Rosabel asked. 

'Oh, frequently,’ he said, ’but that’s what human nature is all about, 
isn't it? Nobody's perfect. On the whole I find that most people's 
virtues greatly outnumber their vices. And it's such an absorbing 
subject. Look at you. You went out last night with your young man 
and you've got a nervous headache today, so either you're blaming 
yourself for having treated him badly or he’s done something to 
upset you, and now you're sitting thrashing it all out.' 


Rosabel gasped with astonishment. 'What are you talking about?’ 



'Oh, I know a lot about what goes on in Bannford,' he interrupted 
her. 'After a few days propped up in the bar of the Fisherman's 
Arms there’s very little of any interest in Bannford and district I 
haven't heard discussed.' 

'Well,' Rosabel said, standing up, 'and they say it’s only women 
who gossip!’ 

Robert Carver laughed again as he swung himself to his feet and 
stood beside her. He put his hands on his hips and glanced down, 
then he took his pipe out of his mouth and said, 'That's one of the 
biggest fallacies.’ 

'What is?’ asked Rosabel. 

’That fact that only women gossip. Of course men gossip as well.' 

'You’re the first man I ever heard admit it,’ she said as she turned to 
walk back. 'I shall treasure the memory of the first man who 
actually had the honesty to stand up and say that they chit-chat just 
as much as most women do over the coffee cups. Of course, what 
you men drink when you get together tends to loosen the tongue 
more!’ 

'The claws are showing,' he said as he caught her up. ’That’s one of 
your feminine failings. Sarcasm is never nice on a lady's lips.' 

Rosabel glanced round, determined to put him in his place, but the 
look of whimsical delight in his eyes mollified her and against her 
will she burst out laughing again. As she led the way down the 
narrow path she couldn't help thinking that she was certainly going 
home in a very different frame of mind from the one in which she 
had left it. Not only was her headache a memory of the past, but 
she was feeling much more cheerful altogether, and for the last 
fifteen minutes she had completely forgotten the problem of Bill. 



CHAPTER FOUR 


For once the village grapevine must have been a bit slow catching 
up with her news, Rosabel discovered. A few days later when they 
were having supper, her brother suddenly exclaimed, 'By Jove, I'd 
forgotten! It's the golf club dance in a few days, isn't it? I'd better 
get some tickets or I shall discover that they've run out. You'll be 
going with Bill as usual, I take it, Rosabel? Don't need to pick up 
tickets for you.' 

At the sudden silence he looked across at her. 'Well, as a matter of 
fact,' Rosabel answered, 'no, I shan't be going with Bill. I thought 
I'd come as your partner this year, Peter, if you don't mind.' 

Peter opened his mouth, and then encountering a speaking look 
from his mother-in-law at the other end of the table, closed his 
lips. He went on with his meal in silence for a few minutes and 
then he said, 'Well, you can come with us by all means, Rosabel, 
you know you'd be very welcome, but I'm afraid you'll be the odd 
man out. John and Fiona McGill are coming with us and I 
understand that young Ian Murray is squiring Penny.' 

'What about Colonel Brewer?' Rosabel asked, glancing at Mrs. 
McCulloch. 

'Not coming this year,' Isa answered. 'He's gone off on a fishing 
holiday and won't be back until after the dance.' 

'Oh, I see,' Rosabel said slowly. 'Well, in that case, perhaps I'll 
give it a miss. I wouldn't want somebody to be sitting out on my 
account. Odd numbers are so uncomfortable.' 

'I'll tell you what we can do,' Peter said suddenly. 'We'll ask Robert 
Carr to make up the party. I'm sure he'd be only too pleased.' 



Rosabel looked down the table, completely astounded. 'Robert 
Carr at a dance?' 


'Why not ?' Peter asked. 

There seemed no answer to that. At least no answer that one could 
make without sounding completely impolite, but somehow 
Rosabel couldn't connect the informally dressed Robert Carr with 
an occasion when the men would have to turn up in dinner jackets 
at least. The golf club had always prided itself on maintaining a 
strict degree of formality and although ladies were permitted to 
come in short dresses, gentlemen were not admitted in a lounge 
suit. There had been many attempts to get this rule changed, but 
the diehards had stuck fast, and Rosabel had to admit to herself 
that it did look rather nice with all the men dressed in either black 
and white or highland evening dress. It seemed to set off the ladies' 
dresses better. 

Rosabel didn't know whether her brother was deliberately keeping 
her on tenterhooks or not, but for two days he never once 
mentioned the dance. The following morning, however, as she was 
crossing the yard to get her car, she came upon Robert Carver 
sitting on the bottom two steps of the wooden staircase 
overhauling the motor mower. He glanced up as she passed him 
and said 'Good morning,' and as she attempted to open the garage 
door he got up and walked across to help her slide open the heavy 
door. 

'I hear we're going to the village hop together on Saturday,' he 
remarked. 

Rosabel looked up in astonishment. If that was his attitude, he 
certainly wasn't going to fit in! 



'I wouldn't exactly call it a village hop,’ she said, and was annoyed 
at the tone of her voice. She sounded very prim, almost 
governessy. The light was dancing in his eyes again, she noticed, 
as she glanced upwards, and she flushed with annoyance. Why 
was it that he always seemed to catch her out like this? She wasn't 
usually stiff, formal and 'square' - one could only describe it as 
that, and yet he always seemed to put her on the defensive, take 
away her poise and make her behave foolishly. 

Usually she had no difficulty in making conversation. She had 
always found it perfectly easy to talk to the medical students and 
even the young housemen, although they were often on their 
dignity as soon as they were able to put 'Dr.' before their names. 
They seemed to change almost overnight from irresponsible 
schoolboys to responsible men of the world and Rosabel had early 
discovered that one had to tread rather carefully once the final 
exams had been passed and that first celebration was over. Some 
of them became unspeakably touchy if they weren't addressed by 
their correct title. 

But she had never before felt that she had to watch every word she 
spoke, as she did with this man. Why, oh, why couldn't she be 
natural and at her ease with him? Perhaps it was because deep in 
his eyes she saw an imp of mockery and felt he was listening to 
her every word and weighing her every reaction. Her brother, she 
knew, would have called it conceit. She felt sure that it wasn't 
imagination on her part. Robert took an inordinate pleasure in 
teasing her, perhaps because he sensed that she longed to reform 
him and get him back on to the straight and narrow. 

Rosabel was suddenly astounded to realize that she had no idea 
what this man did. As far as she could see, he just lived an aimless 
life, but he must have some occupation. He didn't seem to be 



completely without means, so either he must work at something or 
he must have a private income. 

She looked back at him, new thoughts chasing themselves through 
her mind, and as if he sensed exactly where her thoughts were 
leading, he laughed suddenly. 

'I suppose you imagine that I couldn't possibly turn up at a formal 
dance - well, not suitably attired, that is.’ As it had been precisely 
what Rosabel had been thinking she blushed and was more 
annoyed with herself than ever. 

Robert watched the delicate rose run up her cheeks. 'Guilty, as 
charged?' he asked. Rosabel turned away, more embarrassed than 
she had ever been in her life, and opening the door of the Mini, 
slung her bag down .on to the passenger seat. She wondered 
whether she should deny the accusation, but she had never been a 
good liar and would sound quite unconvincing. 

She turned back bravely to face him. 'I'm sorry,' she said. 

'Do I sound astoundingly rude to you? If I do, I must apologize.' 

Robert looked quite taken aback. Whatever he had expected her to 
say it was obviously not that. 

'It's I who should apologize to you for teasing. Quite honestly you 
rise to the bait so beautifully every time that I can't resist it. I do 
beg your pardon. I shall be delighted if you will honour me by 
coming to the dance on Saturday. Will you?’ 

There was nothing else to do but to accept gracefully, and Rosabel 
found herself saying, 'Thank you, I'd like to go very much.' 



As she drove off down the road to her first case, she was trying to 
go over the conversation word by word. It suddenly dawned on her 
that this man, during the short time in which he had been in 
Bannford, had made a bigger impression on her than had Bill in all 
the months she had been going out with him. Although she knew 
nothing about Robert she couldn't help feeling a curious 
fascination whenever he came near her. It wasn't that he was 
outstandingly handsome, he didn't try and impress her with 
brilliant conversation, the only thing that she could think of was 
that she had never in her life met anyone quite like him before. 

When she got to her first case she was very silent as she re-did the 
dressing on old Granny Me Wither's hand. The old lady had burned 
it last week trying to make a cup of tea while her daughter-in-law 
was out of the house, a thing which she was long past capable of 
doing. She wasn't a bit pleased to find that Nurse was quieter than 
usual and only replied to her curiosity by simple 'Yeses’ or 'Noes’. 
Usually she was good for a gossip and the old lady's bright eyes 
watched her as she replaced the bandage with a new one. 

'You're very quiet this morning, me dear,’ she said finally, and 
Rosabel woke up to the fact that she was letting her private 
thoughts come between her and the business of the day. She took 
herself sharply to task and by the time that she left had talked the 
old lady back to her usual good humour. 

When she reached home that evening she got out the only two 
evening dresses she possessed. One was a full-length dress which 
she had bought for a hospital dance at her old training hospital two 
years ago. The other was a short dress which she had only acquired 
last year. 


She held them up in front of her and wondered which she ought to 
wear. The long dress was very pretty. It was in a striped black and 



white nylon organdie, perfectly plain, with a shirtwaister top, the 
neckline exaggerated with a huge white collar. It was sleeveless 
and the skirt, which was fairly full, flowed down softly about her 
feet. The other dress was much more eye-catching. It finished 
three or four inches above Rosabel's knee and exposed her slim 
legs. 

She couldn't make up her mind which she ought to wear. She had 
hung them up on the back of the wardrobe door just as her two 
nieces came into the room. 

'Oh, are you deciding what you're going to wear on Saturday?' 
Katya cried immediately, and pranced up to the wardrobe. 'Well, I 
like you in both, Rosie. Which are you going to have, the short or 
the long ?' 

Rosabel went over to the dressing-table and started to re-do her 
face ready for supper. 'I can't make up my mind,' she said. 'Most 
people go in long dresses these days. Penny's going to. I expect 
you saw the one she was making?' 

'Yes, it's absolutely super, I love that material,' said Jennie. 'I wish 
Gran would make me a dress in it, but she said it's too old for me 
yet.' 

'The pattern's a bit big for somebody your age,' Rosabel admitted. 
'But it is pretty just the same, I do agree. Which do you think I 
should wear, Jennie?' 

Her older niece stood with her head on one side and looked at the 
two dresses. 'Well, the short one's lovely, absolutely gorgeous,' she 
said. 'I thought you looked very very nice when you wore that last 
time, Rosabel, but really for a dance this skirt is the one,' and she 
fingered the black and white material lovingly. 'I can just imagine 
it floating out when you waltz,' she added. 



'You and your romantic dreams of waltzes! Ever since you saw 
that film on television about two months ago you've thought of 
nothing else,' Katya said scornfully. 

'Well,' protested Jennie, 'you must admit you liked it too.' 

'I might have done, but I'm not going all gooey over it like you are. 
Just because that Grand Duchess married him in the end and the 
picture finished with them waltzing together gazing dreamily at 
each other, you've thought of nothing else except having a long 
dress yourself.' 

'Oh, I never thought of anything of the sort!' shouted Jennie, 
turning on her sister in anger. 

'Now, now, girls, I quite agree with you. It's very romantic wearing 
a long dress. I think I'll-probably wear that one in the end, but I 
haven't quite made up my mind yet. I'll probably leave it until 
Saturday to do that.' 

When Saturday came, however, Rosabel still hadn't made up her 
mind, and as far as she could see her partner hadn't made up his 
mind either about his clothes. He still lounged about the garden 
whenever she was home, although she had seen him cleaning 
Peter's car when she popped in for lunch on Friday morning, and 
her own Mini had appeared this morning immaculate and quite 
obviously polished, so he must have been up early. But she noticed 
no sign whatever of preparation for the dance. His hair was still 
rather overlong and unkempt, and when glancing through the 
bedroom window on Saturday morning she noticed him crossing 
the garden with a barrow-load of grass clippings, she wondered if 
he really intended to turn up for the dance at all. 



But when she came in from the hairdressers later that afternoon, it 
was to find a florist's box with her name on it awaiting her on the 
table in the hall. 

She undid the ribbons and opened the box. Inside on a bed of wet 
tissue paper lay a shoulder spray, intricately fashioned of white 
hyacinths and lilies of the valley. It was quite exquisite and would 
not be too heavy to pin on the shoulder of her dress. There was a 
card inside and when she picked it up she read in unfamiliar 
handwriting the words 'I hope this will go with whichever dress 
you choose!' 

Rosabel smiled. It was quite obvious that Jennie and Katya had 
been confiding in him. She took the spray upstairs with her and 
when she was ready she pinned it on to the dress - the shoulder of 
the black and white dress. Although she wouldn't admit it to 
herself, there had never really been any question in her own mind 
about which dress she was going to wear. 

Jennie was quite right. The other dress was very pretty, very 
modern, very ’with it’, but it hadn't got the dreamy romance of this 
long flowing skirt. Somehow a long skirt did things for one, 
Rosabel thought, as she smoothed the soft folds. And her hair had 
come out just right this time, she thought, as she patted one 
wayward tendril back into place. 

She put her powder compact, lipstick and a comb into her small 
evening bag, and picking up a stole, went downstairs. As she 
walked into the living-room she stopped almost in her tracks. 
Fiona and John McGill had already arrived and were sitting side 
by side on the settee. Isa was pouring out drinks, and her brother 
was leaning up against the mantelpiece talking to another man. 



She knew who it must be, but she could hardly recognize him. The 
unruly hair had been diligently disciplined into place, the stark 
black and white of his suit showed up the deep tan of his face, and 
as he turned to the door laughter leapt into his eyes at the 
astounded expression which Rosabel was too late to hide. 

Quickly she smiled as the others turned to greet her and by the 
time Robert had made his way to her side she was ready with a 
warm smile and a word of thanks for his flowers. 

'I didn't know what colour you'd be wearing, so I played safe,’ he 
remarked, and Rosabel noted to herself that this couldn't have been 
the first time by a long way that he had bought a corsage for an 
evening guest. His manner was too assured by far, though the 
custom was not generally practised. 

Certain men, of course, liked to give flowers. During her training 
one of her regular dates had bought her a nosegay every time they 
went out, however modest the entertainment. It had sometimes 
proved quite an embarrassment to sit through a film clutching not 
only her handbag and gloves but a bunch of damp violets, or 
whatever other flowers might be in season. She had been too soft¬ 
hearted to pretend to lose them in the dark, knowing how hurt he 
would have been. 

Rosabel frowned as she realized that already Robert was drinking. 
His usual glass of amber liquid was bubbling on the mantelpiece, 
close to where he'd been standing when she came into the room. 
As Peter handed her a glass of sherry, Robert picked up his own 
glass and raised it in mock salute. 

He guessed then that she considered he drank too much, and was 
being deliberately teasing. It wouldn't be very pleasant if his 
tiresomely tantalizing mood were to continue. And in addition she 



was going to have to face Bill for the first time since she had given 
him her refusal. He would certainly have to be present tonight if 
only in his capacity as owner of the hotel. 

However, when they reached the hotel Rosabel found her fears 
were without foundation. Bill was certainly there, but she could 
see that he was firmly ensconced behind the bar. A word with 
Kate, whom she met in the foyer, had ascertained that the barman 
had let them down at the last minute and that Bill was substituting 
and would do so, she presumed, for the whole evening. 

Peter took his party straight in and to her relief Bill nodded 
casually across the top of the bar as if nothing had happened. Well, 
at least he wasn't going to sulk, she thought, not that she had ever 
seriously supposed he would. Bill wasn't the sulky sort, but she 
was relieved that he seemed to be taking her refusal in such good 
part. It showed what a nice person he was at heart. 

Some of the youngsters were already dancing and Rosabel noticed 
Penny and Ian Murray talking animatedly together as they circled 
the floor. A very good quintet had been brought in for the evening, 
local boys whom Rosabel had danced to before. She knew that 
they were just as good at playing an old-time waltz or one of the 
old Scottish favourites as they were at the ’twist’ or the latest 
modern dance, and she looked forward to a thoroughly enjoyable 
evening. 

John McGill, Isa, Fiona and Peter were already wending their way 
to the table at the other end of the room when Rosabel was startled 
as an arm encircled her waist and a voice said in her ear, 'It's a pity 
to waste this jolly tune, I suggest we dance down to the table 
instead of walking.' Before she could reply Rosabel was on the 
floor with the other couples. 



She raised her head to glance at him and found that Rob's eyes 
were twinkling. 'I don't suppose you expected that I could dance,' 
he said. 

’Now,’ Rosabel retorted, ’suppose we call a truce for the night? I 
don’t propose to spar with you all the evening.' 

'I'm very glad to hear it. You look too pretty to be so governessy.’ 

Rosabel gasped with mingled astonishment and anger. 'Oh, I'm 
not!’ 

’Oh yes, you are. Very often. And particularly where I'm 
concerned. I have a feeling that you thoroughly disapprove of me.’ 

Rosabel felt hot with embarrassment; this was certainly coming to 
grips with a vengeance! She blushed as she looked up. 'I'm sorry if 
I seem like that. I have no right to sit in judgment.' 

He looked taken aback at her sudden apology and then laughed. 
'Don't be silly,' he said, and gave her a quick hug. He released her 
almost immediately so that for a second she wondered if she had 
imagined the quick pull towards him. He was holding her almost at 
arm's length again as they reached their table, so she could do no 
more than murmur a brief 'Thank you. That was nice' as he pulled 
out a chair for her. 

It was several partners later before he got up and asked her to 
dance again. The band were playing a lively tune and by the time 
they had danced not only the original number but two encores, 
Rosabel was feeling very warm. She was laughing as Robert 
twirled her to a standstill by the french windows. Someone had 
stood them wide open and the cool air coming in was very 
soothing after the heat of the room. 



She gave a deep breath of pure exhilaration at the enjoyable 
exercise and then said impulsively, 'Come on, let’s go out and fill 
our lungs with fresh air,’ and grabbing Robert by the hand she 
pulled him over the threshold and out on to the grassy plateau 
which fronted the hotel of this, the river side. 

They walked slowly over towards the parapet and leaning their 
elbows on it looked down. All they could see were the tops of the 
firs which crowded the hillside above the road. The zigzag path 
which led down from the hotel was quite concealed by the brave 
new shoots which had appeared on the Douglas pines during the 
past few weeks. 

Across the river lights were twinkling in the houses and Rosabel 
wondered dreamily what the people over there were doing. Some 
of them of course would be getting ready for bed. Country people 
didn't keep late hours, but she knew one or two, patients of hers, 
who would certainly be sitting up to see some special programme 
on TV. The next time she visited them they'd be telling her about it 
and asking her if she'd watched it too. 

Away to her left, the moon was rising. It wasn't high enough yet to 
bathe the landscape in a silvery glow, but in another hour or less it 
would be well risen and by tie time they left to drive home from 
the dance, she guessed that it would be in full moonlight. 

Rosabel gave a sigh of pure gladness and then suddenly realized 
that since they came out, neither she nor Robert had spoken. They 
had leaned side by side, her bare arm brushing against his black 
one, and hadn't exchanged a single word. When she was with Bill 
she had always felt the need to talk. She had always had to tell him 
some story or ask his opinion about something. There had rarely, if 
ever, been companionable silences, and yet with this man, almost a 



complete stranger to her, she had spent at least five to ten minutes 
without feeling the slightest need to make conversation. 


She glanced sideways sharply to find that he was watching her. 
Even in this dim light she could see the whimsical smile curling up 
one corner of his mouth. 

'Do you know at times you have the most interesting face?’ 

'That wasn't what you were going to say,’ Rosabel interrupted him. 
'Funny face, more likely.' 

'Let me continue,' he reprimanded mildly. 'Interesting face, I said. 
During the last few minutes all sorts of expressions have flitted 
across it as your thoughts changed. You looked across the river at 
the lights. I could imagine what you were thinking then. Next you 
looked to the left. I don't quite know what you were thinking then 
because I couldn't see your face for a minute, but when you turned 
back again you had a sort of inward bewilderment on it. Now what 
could have caused that, I wonder?' 

Rosabel had no intention of telling him, so she quickly said, 'You 
really are the most analytical person I've ever met! Do you have to 
try and find out what everybody's thinking and how everybody 
ticks?' 

'Oh, always,' Robert said. 'People interest me, don't they interest 
you?’ 

'Well, of course they do,' Rosabel answered. 'People are my 
business, but they aren't yours.' As the words left her lips she 
wondered why she had said them. She didn't really know whether 
they were his business or not because she knew so little about him. 
Why had she made such an unsubstantiated comment when she 
didn't really know what Robert did for a living? 



She waited to see if he would proffer this information voluntarily, 
but he did no such thing. He didn't even challenge her statement 
that people were not his business. He continued to look at her, the 
whimsical smile still curling his lips as if she were under a 
microscope. 

Now why had she thought that? But he did look at her sometimes 
as if she was pinned to a board like a specimen. Perhaps that was 
why he made her feel so gauche and why she lost her temper so 
often and flared up when she was in his vicinity. And who was she 
to grumble if he appeared to be studying her? Hadn't she been 
watching him, criticizing his drinking habits? Didn't she think that 
he ought not to visit the Fisherman's Arms quite as often as he did? 

'Now what are you worrying about?’ he asked. 'Since I said I 
watched you because people interested me you've gone all prickly 
again. The truce seems to be over.' 

Rosabel made herself relax. She laughed. Tm sorry,' she said, 'and 
I'm sorry I have to keep apologizing to you. I don't know why it is, 
but you make me feel in the wrong all the time.' 

Robert threw up his hands and pretended to get into a position of 
mock defence. 'Now don't try and put all the blame on me, because 
that’s what you're doing in a subtle, womanish sort of way. You're 
apologizing in a backhanded manner.' 

Rosabel stood silently for a few minutes. 'What do you want me to 
say, then? Just how do you want me to act.’ 

'Oh, naturally, of course,’ he said, standing upright, 'just be 
yourself. Don't be prickly. Don't be on the defensive and don't 
worry if I seem to be studying you. I can't help it, it’s second 
nature, I suppose. As I said, people have always interested me and 
I've just got into a habit of watching their reactions. If it annoys 



you, you will have to forgive me. Now it's my turn to say I'm 
sorry.' 

Rosabel couldn't do anything else but laugh at this mollifying 
speech. Certainly if he had rubbed her up the wrong way a few 
minutes ago, he was doing his best to put her at her ease once 
more. She suddenly realized that they had been out here for quite 
some time. Oddly enough no one else had wandered out too in 
search of a breath of fresh air, and Rosabel suddenly realized that 
the reason why they had not done so was because supper was 
being served. 

Through the open windows she could clearly hear the clatter of 
crockery. It would make their entry into the room very noticeable 
and she flushed in the darkness as she realized that unwittingly she 
had brought on herself a situation that wasn't going to be easy to 
carry off. 

In a small place like Bannford, everybody was interested in 
everybody else to a certain extent. The mere fact that she'd come to 
the dance, not with Bill, but with a man who was more or less a 
stranger to the district, would cause enough comment. But the fact 
that she had spent between twenty minutes and half an hour 
outside with him in the darkness would certainly cause even more. 
Nothing would be said directly to her, of course, but she imagined 
what poor Isa would have to put up with for the next two or three 
days every time she met one of her patients. 

Oh well, she thought, better get it over with, the sooner we go in 
the better, and she turned to Robert. 'I think supper's under way. 
Peter will be wondering where we've got to.' 



He must have realized the implications of what she left unsaid and 
he chuckled. 'Giving the tongues something to wag about 
tomorrow, are we?' he said. 

Rosabel wondered whether to deny it or not and then realized that 
it would be quite useless. He wouldn't believe her anyway, so she 
nodded, 'Yes, I'm afraid so. You know what it's like in a small 
place.' 

'Don't I just!' he agreed as he took her elbow and walked her over 
to the open door. 'In my little world, nothing, absolutely nothing is 
sacred.' 

Rosabel longed to ask him where his little world was, but by this 
time they were inside the crowded room and as they joined the 
table where Penny McGill and Ian Murray were now sitting as 
well as the others, she realized that her opportunity was lost. 
Though she hated asking personal questions. Even if she'd had the 
opportunity she wouldn't have taken it. If Robert wanted her to 
know what he did, where he lived and who his relations were, no 
doubt he would tell her in due course. 

She enjoyed the second half of the dance as much as she had 
enjoyed the first, though after a particularly energetic session of 
the Gay Gordons she had looked up to find Bill watching her from 
the doorway, an extremely sombre expression in his eyes, and the 
laughter had died out of her face as she turned away to walk back 
to the table. If Robert noticed the sudden quenching of her 
enjoyment he made no comment and merely offered her his 
cigarette case. When she shook her head he had lit one for himself 
and she felt sure he was watching her thoughtfully through the 
smoke. 



CHAPTER FIVE 


The next morning Rosabel was up at a quarter to eight. She had 
promised Nurse McClaren, who did the district next to her own 
and whose Sunday off it was, that she would go and see her two 
diabetics. 

She was just getting into uniform when a muffled giggle from 
below the window made her glance outside. Katya and Jennie, 
dressed in jeans and thick sweaters, were standing astride their 
bicycles while Robert, an old cycle of Peter's propped up against 
the outside staircase, was trying to pump air into the tyres. The 
baskets on the front of the girls' bicycles contained their swimming 
things. This was obviously an early morning bathing party, and a 
prearranged one at that. Both girls knew they couldn't go 
swimming in the river without an adult in attendance and they 
must have had to ask permission from either Isa or their father. 

As Rosabel let the curtain fall back into place she saw Robert lay 
down the pump, get on to the saddle and bounce up and down 
experimentally. The girls giggled more than ever, hands covering 
their mouths so as not to disturb the sleeping members of the 
household. Rosabel couldn't help a small smile touching the edge 
of her own lips. It really was very good of Robert to get up so 
early after a late night. Despite her prejudices she couldn't help 
feeling he must be a kind man at heart, and as she went down to 
make herself breakfast she realized that in the last twenty-four 
hours she had thought far more about the guest in their flat than 
she had about Bill, with whom she had been friendly for months. 

Well, she certainly needed something else to think about, but this 
would never do. She knew what the district would say. 'Off with 
the old love and on with the new.’ Kind as most of the people 



were, they dearly loved a bit of gossip. And gossip was one thing 
that doctors and nurses had to try and avoid whenever possible. 

Next morning the post arrived just as the girls were leaving for 
school. Isa collected her letters and with a word of apology got up 
from the table leaving Peter and Rosabel to go through their own 
mail. 

Rosabel had a thick letter from an old friend who had trained with 
her and when she laid it down she was very thoughtful. Peter 
glanced up and caught the expression on her face. 

'You're looking very serious this morning. Not bad news, is it?’ he 
inquired as he gathered his own letters together preparatory to 
going in and starting surgery. 

'Not really,' Rosabel replied. 'It's a letter from that old friend of 
mine. You remember, I trained with her - Joan Rivers. She's 
working in London now and she said that they're absolutely crying 
out for people to do intensive care nursing. She wonders if I'd be 
interested.' 

'But you're not, are you?' asked Peter. 

'I don't know. I've been here some time now and perhaps it's time 
for me to be making a change. It might be the very thing.' 

Peter got to his feet. 'Well, in my opinion you're just not the type.' 

Rosabel looked up. 'What do you mean "not the type"?' 

'You know what this intensive care training means, don't you?' 
asked Peter. 


'Well, of....’ 



'Just a minute and let me finish. It's very interesting work, agreed, 
and very necessary, but most of the patients are very seriously ill, 
the mortality rate is extremely high amongst them. Do you really 
think you're temperamentally suited to nursing people who have 
very little chance of survival? Your chief object in life is to make 
people well and feel cheerful, isn't it?’ 

Rosabel was silent for a second. 'I suppose you're poking fun at my 
"love cure" theory?' 

'No, I'm not, you know that I heartily concur. But to instil into a 
patient the will to live is the biggest thing, the greatest thing, in 
getting people well. It's stronger than any drug man ever invented. 
Patients who are admitted to intensive care units, very, very ill, as 
they usually are, are mostly beyond the point of no return. I don't 
feel you've got the temperament for it, Rosabel. You'd find that it 
would depress you, that sort of nursing, day after day.’ 

'Well,' Rosabel said, ’you may be right, but I've come to the point 
when I feel I must make a move.’ 

'Because of Bill, you mean?’ Peter asked. 

Rosabel looked up, startled; her brother certainly saw rather more 
than he let on. 

’Not exactly,’ she said, 'although that does come into it, but I think 
I'll have to consider Joan's suggestion very seriously. I can't stay 
here for ever, Peter, lovely though it’s been to live with you and Isa 
and the girls. I think that I have to move on now to the next stage 
of nursing, even if it’s not this but some other branch. Don't you 
agree?’ 

Peter walked towards the door. 'I see your point, Rosabel,’ he 
agreed, 'though I will say this. We shall just hate you to go, and it 



seems to me silly to fix anything up yet with the summer before 
you. Why not wait until the autumn before you make a change?' 

'It might come to that,’ said Rosabel, 'Joan says in her letter that the 
course starts every six months, so it will probably be towards 
winter time when the next one starts. I would have to find out 
about that, though, if I do decide to go in with her.' 

She thought about it on and off all the morning as she went her 
rounds and her brother's words were brought back to her during the 
afternoon. When she went back to lunch she received a message 
that the matron of the local cottage hospital was trying to get hold 
of her, and when she rang back and spoke to the matron it was to 
discover that she wanted to discharge two patients into Rosabel's 
care. 

'They're not really fit to go out of hospital, Nurse Fairbaim, but 
we're so desperately short of beds. I'm sorry, my dear, to give you 
all this extra work. They'll both need a careful eye keeping on 
them for a week or so.' 

Rosabel found that Matron's words were only too true when later 
that afternoon she called on the first of the patients in question. It 
had been raining during the afternoon and Rosabel wiped her feet 
carefully as she went into the immaculate house. When she got 
into the room immediately at the top of the stairs, she was very 
worried when she saw the state of the old man lying in the bed. He 
looked very poorly and the room itself, though immaculately clean 
and tidy, was most unwelcoming. 

Rosabel judged that it faced north and would receive very little 
sunshine. It was quite a large room, but all it contained was a 
narrow single bed, a dressing-table without so much as a comb or a 
pin tray on it and two straight-backed chairs on either side of the 



bed. There wasn't a flower or a magazine to be seen and the 
curtains on either side of the small window looked as if they had 
been drilled into place. 

To Rosabel's astonishment, when she turned from taking her 
patient's pulse and temperature, it was to find that Mrs. Brown had 
vanished. As she wanted to ask her one or two questions she went 
out of the room, only to find her on her knees on the staircase 
removing a small piece of mud which must have dropped from her 
shoe as she came in. 

As she got half-way down the staircase Mrs. Brown raised her 
eyes and looked at her almost belligerently before turning and 
leading the way downstairs into the kitchen. 

'Your husband isn't at all well. I suppose you realize that, Mrs. 
Brown?’ Rosabel began. 

'Well, of course I do,' the woman retorted as she briskly put away 
her dustpan and brush. 'He should never have come home, in my 
opinion.' 

'No, I daresay he could have done with a few more days in 
hospital, but I expect they told you, they're very short of beds up 
there and they only sent your husband home because there was no 
alternative. Don't worry, between us we'll look after him all right. 
Now, can you tell me if he's had anything to eat since he came 
home ?' 

'I took him up a tray,’ Mrs. Brown said, 'but he wouldn't touch it, 
not any of it, not even the tea.' 

'Perhaps he didn't feel like it,' Rosabel began. 'I wonder if I might 
ask you for a cup of warm milk. I'll take that up to him now and 



see if I can get him to drink it. I suppose you haven't a feeding 
cup?’ 

'I'm afraid I haven't. We've never had the need for one before and I 
wasn't told that he'd require one.' 

'Never mind. An ordinary cup will do.' 

When the milk was ready Rosabel carried it upstairs. Mr. Brown 
was still lying with his eyes closed and his face was a deathly 
white. Rosabel sat down beside the bed and touched his shoulder 
gently. His eyelids fluttered for a moment before he opened them 
and looked at her. 

'Your wife tells me that you haven't had anything to eat. I wonder 
whether you could just sit up if I helped you and have this cup of 
milk? I've a tablet for you to take at the same time.’ 

He nodded, an almost infinitesimal movement of the head which 
Rosabel took to mean agreement, and with practised ease she 
raised him gently and flicked his pillows into a more comfortable 
position. She had the tablet ready and gave it to him before holding 
the cup to his lips. 

Slowly he managed to get down half the milk and then shook his 
head when she tried to get him to drink a little more. 

'Never mind,’ smiled Rosabel, ’you’ve done quite well for the 
moment.' It was quite obviously no good pressing him. She'd make 
a point of getting in to see him first thing in the morning. 

But when she arrived shortly after nine o'clock the next morning, it 
was to find Mr. Brown looking as if he hadn't moved since the 
night before. His bed hadn't a crease and was tucked in even more 
correctly than it would have been in hospital. 



Rosabel took his temperature and was glad to find that it was only 
very slightly above normal. She went downstairs wishing that he 
were a patient of her brother, but Mr. Brown's doctor lived on the 
other side of Rockspit. Although Rosabel knew him well, she 
certainly couldn't be as blunt in her comments as she would have 
been if this had been one of Peter's patients. 

She knocked on the kitchen door and Mrs. Brown's voice answered 
her. She was sitting at the kitchen table drinking a cup of coffee. 

'I wonder if I might ask you - has your husband had any breakfast?' 

'No, he refused to have anything,' Mrs. Brown said shortly. 

'Has he....' 

'He's been washed, if that's what you were going to ask, and I've 
made his bed, you can see I have. I've done everything that would 
have been done if he'd been in hospital, but I can't make him eat if 
he doesn't want to.' 

'No, I quite understand,' said Rosabel. 'Don't worry, we shall just 
have to get him to take things slowly. Perhaps if he had a little 
cereal mixed in warm milk I could persuade him to take it.' 

Mrs. Brown got up and walked over to a large cupboard. She took 
out a packet of cereal and some sugar and put them down on the 
kitchen table. 

'Here you are. You can take whatever you want yourself, I'm going 
to do the shopping now,' and without waiting to see whether 
Rosabel looked surprised, angry or bewildered at this peculiar 
attitude, she picked up her coat, put it on and went out of the back 
door saying as she did so, 'I shall be back in twenty minutes. I 
don't suppose you'll be gone by then.' 



Rosabel was quite used to odd households, so she wasn't 
particularly surprised at this. She warmed up some milk in a pan 
and mixed in a small amount of cereal. By delving in the drawers 
in the kitchen she found a small tray-cloth and set the tray as 
attractively as she could. 

When she went upstairs she found the old man still lying just as 
she had left him. She put the tray down and going over to the 
window eased it open a little. The air was warm and balmy. He 
could enjoy that even if the sun didn't reach here. 

She was determined, if Mrs. Brown was not back by the time her 
patient had finished his breakfast, that she'd go and have a look at 
the other bedrooms. There was no reason as far as she could see 
why the old man should have to stay in this dismal, rather cold¬ 
looking little room. Surely one of the other bedrooms faced south 
and must be full of sunshine this lovely morning. 

While she was giving him his cereal she tried to get him to talk. 
'You know, Mr. Brown, you're not helping yourself behaving like 
this. Why won’t you eat when I'm not here? Your wife tells me that 
you wouldn't have anything last night and again this morning.’ 

The old mail sighed. He looked at Rosabel's face for a few 
minutes. 'Mary’s a good lass. I must admit she keeps the place 
beautifully,’ and he glanced round the small bleak room. 'But you 
know, my dear, she should have married the house and not me, 
she's really much more interested in it than she is in a....’ 

'Never mind,' soothed Rosabel as she spooned a bit more cereal 
into his mouth. 'Some women are like that, you know.' 

'Aye,' he agreed, 'but I would have preferred one who thought 
more about human beings than places. Aye. ...' He stopped, feeling 
that he'd said too much. 



By the time he had finished breakfast he looked quite exhausted 
and seemed glad to lie down again. When Rosabel had put her 
things back into her bag_ she let herself softly out of the room. 
There was no sound from down below, so she went and had a look 
into the other bedrooms. 

One was quite obviously occupied by Mrs. Brown herself. Rosabel 
walked into the third bedroom. This would have done admirably, 
she thought as she glanced around. The sun was pouring in 
through the window and when she walked over and looked out it 
was to find that it gave a view of a really beautiful garden. It was 
quite obvious that the old man was a keen gardener. 

She glanced around. Here too the furniture was rather spartan, but 
it would need only five minutes and a couple of strong arms to 
wheel the bed over until it was against the window where Mr. 
Brown could lie and look out into the garden. 

Rosabel nodded to herself as she went out of the room. When she 
went downstairs again Mrs. Brown was just letting herself in. 
Rosabel walked determinedly into the kitchen. 

'I've got your husband to take some breakfast and I think he'll have 
a little sleep now. I'm coming in again this afternoon to see how he 
is, and if he's feeling up to it I shall probably change his dressing 
and give him a blanket bath.' 

'It's quite unnecessary, you know,’ Mrs. Brown said shortly. 'I 
think I know how to keep my own husband clean.' 

'I'm sure you do,’ Rosabel said soothingly, 'but he's had a very 
serious operation and I think for a few days it would be advisable 
if you didn't try to wash more than just his hands and face.’ 



'Just as you say, Nurse,’ shrugged Mrs. Brown. ’I don’t want to do 
anything Dr. Birdwood wouldn’t like.’ 

Rosabel had to lower her eyes in case Mrs. Brown should see a 
sudden gleam of amusement appear there. Quite obviously she was 
doing her best to put ’Nurse’ in her place, and if Dr. Birdwood 
called that morning she felt sure that Mrs. Brown would have quite 
a tale to tell him. 

Well, she might just as well give Mrs. Brown a good tale to tell. 

’There’s another thing, Mrs. Brown. I think your husband would be 
better if he was moved to another bedroom.’ 

'What do you mean?’ 

'Well, the bedroom he’s in is rather dark, I think he’d be better if he 
was moved to a sunnier room. I hope you’ll forgive me, but I 
glanced into your other rooms and found one looked over the 
garden. I think he’d be far better in there. He’d feel more cheerful 
and when he’s getting better and can sit up he’ll be able to look at 
his garden. It’s very beautiful. I’m sure you must be proud of it.’ 

For a minute Mrs. Brown looked quite taken aback, but she was 
obviously pleased by the compliment about the garden and a half 
reluctant smile tilted her mouth as she glanced out of the kitchen 
window. 'It is nice, I must admit. Archie isn’t bad in the garden, 
although he’s quite, quite stupid about having any flowers picked. 
He never lets me bring any into the house.’ 

'I’m sure now that he’s so ill and can’t get down into the garden he 
wouldn’t object if you put one or two into a little vase on his 
windowsill.’ 



'Well, I don't know,’ Mrs. Brown said. ’I think it would be better to 
ask him.’ 

Til tell you what,’ said Rosabel. 'Instead of picking the flowers out 
of your garden, would he have any objection if I brought a few out 
of ours? We’ve got hundreds and my brother's always giving them 
away.' 

Mrs. Brown seemed quite taken aback. Whether she had never had 
any flowers brought to her or whether the offer from the district 
nurse seemed strange, Rosabel couldn't tell, but before she left she 
had wrung a reluctant agreement from Mrs. Brown. Not only could 
her husband be moved this afternoon, but Rosabel could fill the 
whole house with flowers if she wished so long as they were not 
picked out of the Browns' garden. 

Rosabel drove away feeling quite satisfied with herself. She'd 
another scheme in the back of her mind. She wasn't going to be 
able to move even a frail old man like Mr. Brown from one 
bedroom to another on her own. She could hardly ask Peter, the 
Browns were not his patients, after all, but there was absolutely no 
reason why she couldn't ask Robert Carr. He was a big strong man 
and it would do him good to give her a hand. 

He had said that he liked to observe people. Well, he could come 
and observe the Browns. It would be interesting to hear what he 
made of Mrs. Brown. 

When Rosabel got home, she went up to the flat to look for him, 
but there was no sign of Robert. When she had had a sandwich and 
a quick cup of coffee, she walked down to the Fisherman's Arms 
where, as she had guessed, Robert was in the bar chatting to two of 
the local fishermen. Seeing her on the other side of the room he 
raised his brows questioningly, and as Rosabel just stood there and 



gazed at him he murmured something to the two men he was with 
and then strolled over to her. 


'You wouldn't be looking for me, by any chance?' he asked. 'From 
the way you were gazing steadfastly across the room I could only 
suppose that you'd come in search of me. Nothing wrong up at the 
house, is there ?' 

'No, it isn't that. I was wondering if you were busy this afternoon.' 

He pushed his hands through his hair and looked down at her. 
'Well, I had planned to run the mower over the lawn. It's beginning 
to get long again with that rain yesterday. There's something you 
want me to do, is there ?' 

'Well, there is as a matter of fact,' Rosabel told him. 'I was 
wondering whether you could possibly come and help me move a 
patient.' 

Whatever he had been expecting her to say it was certainly not 
this, because Rosabel saw a look of complete surprise come into 
his eyes for an instant, before it vanished and he burst out 
laughing. 

'Full of surprises, aren't you? Certainly I'll come and help. What's 
the matter? Is he too heavy for you?' 

'It's not that he's a heavy man, but I want to move him from one 
bedroom to another, and as he's just home from hospital, I feel that 
two people ought to do it. I don't think his wife's frightfully co¬ 
operative, so....' 

'It's all right, you don't have to say any more. Certainly I'll come 
and help. We'll manage it without him even being woken up if he 
happens to be asleep when we arrive.' 



Rosabel laughed, 'Well, I've certainly never managed to move a 
patient without waking him or her up, but I'm quite sure if you say 
you can do so...’ 

'All right,’ said Robert, holding his hands up. 'We had a truce the 
other night. Let's try and continue it, shall we?’ 

Rosabel turned away, saying over her shoulder, 'If you could be 
ready about a quarter past two?’ 

'Yes, I'll be somewhere around,’ he said, and turned back towards 
the bar. 

He was certainly around all right. Long before Rosabel was ready 
herself she could hear the rattle of the mower as he pushed it up 
and down the lawn. As he carried the freshly mown grass cuttings 
over to the compost heap, his rough baritone was raised in song. 

He was singing, much to her surprise, the Beatles' latest number. 
Somehow she didn't associate him with 'pop', but then what did she 
associate him with? He was a man of many mysteries, and 
thinking it over, she realized that she didn't, as yet, know any of 
his tastes. 

When she walked out to gather the flowers which she had 
promised Mrs. Brown, he stopped mowing and shouted over the 
noise of the engine, 'Are you ready for me now?’ 

Rosabel shook her head as she walked across the lawn. 'No, I want 
to pick a few flowers to take with me.’ 

'My goodness, this patient must be special,’ he commented. ’He’s 
certainly getting the royal treatment.’ 



'It's just that he’s rather garden-proud and isn't keen on his wife 
picking the flowers out of the garden. I promised I'd take her some 
of ours.' 

'Oh, one like that, is he?’ said Rob as he pushed the grass clippings 
more tightly into the box on the mower. 'Your patient is one of 
those people wedded to his garden.’ 

Rosabel was silent in sheer surprise. This aspect of the situation 
had never even occurred to her, not even when Mrs. Brown had 
said that her husband didn't like the flowers to be cut. She didn't 
usually side against her own sex. Perhaps Mrs. Brown's 
uncooperative attitude towards her had something to do with 
making her feel prejudiced. While Rob continued to push the 
mower up and down, she remained silent and thoughtful as she 
bent down and cut an armful of primulas, pansies, tulips and 
forget-me-nots to take with her. 

Rosabel put the old collapsible stretcher which her brother kept for 
emergencies into the boot of the car before she shouted to Robert 
that she was ready to leave. Immediately he abandoned the mower 
on the edge of the lawn and coming towards her said, 'Just wait a 
second, will you, while I wash my hands?' and disappeared before 
she could reply. When he came down from the flat he helped her 
into the driving seat before going round and getting into the 
passenger seat himself. 

As they turned into the main road Rosabel couldn't help saying 
rather tartly, 'You don't drive, then?’ 

Robert turned and looked at her, an impish smile curving his lips. 
'Well, what do you expect? They took my licence away. Of course 
you will have realized that.’ 



Rosabel's lips curled with scorn. So she hadn't been very far out 
after all. If he'd had his licence taken away from him it could only 
be for one reason that she could think of. 

When they got to their destination, she was surprised to be greeted 
with a smile as the door opened. It was a rather strange smile, but 
it was a smile none the less, and it reached Mrs. Brown's eyes as 
she took in the armful of flowers in Rosabel's arms. Going 
upstairs, Rosabel also discovered that not only had Mrs. Brown 
made up the bed in the sunny room overlooking the garden, but it 
had been pulled nearer the window, and by the time that Robert 
and Rosabel had got her patient on to the stretcher and into the 
new bedroom, Mrs. Brown had put a tastefully arranged bowl of 
flowers on the windowsill. 

To Rosabel it made all the difference, but she certainly hadn't 
bargained for her patient's reaction. As they settled him into his 
new abode the first thing he saw was the bowl of flowers on the 
windowsill. Immediately a roar of protest emerged from him. 
'Didn't I tell you. ...’ 

Rosabel was quite surprised at the strength of his voice. She knew 
what he was going to say before the words were half out and she 
laid a hand quietly on his arm. 'No need to shout, Mr. Brown. I 
know you think your wife cut those flowers, but I can assure you 
that she didn't. She explained to me that you didn't like flowers 
taken out of your garden, so I brought some from ours. We thought 
they'd brighten up your room. And they do, don't they? They look 
perfect there on the windowsill.’ 

The roar of protest died on Mr. Brown's lips. He looked again at 
his floral decoration and then turned his eyes to Rosabel's face as if 
half disbelieving her. 



'It's quite true,’ Mrs. Brown said, 'Nurse brought them with her 
when she came with this gentleman.' 

Apparently realizing that he'd been rather ungracious, the sick man 
looked in Rosabel's direction and mumbled something that 
sounded like 'I'm sorry.’ 

'I know what gardeners are like, although I must say my brother 
doesn't mind what we cut so long as we leave just a few blooms 
waving in the breeze.’ 

And if Mr. Brown, by the expression on his face, quite obviously 
felt sorry for Peter Fairbairn's efforts at gardening, he didn't say 
any more. 

When Rosabel got down again to the car it was to find Robert 
sitting in the passenger seat quietly smoking a cigarette. She 
looked at him for a moment or two and then said, 'Perhaps I'd 
better run you home now.' 

'No, I'd like to come with you on the rest of your rounds.' He 
glanced at his watch. 'It's almost three o'clock now, so you can't 
have very many more to do.’ 

Rosabel took out her list and ticked off the Browns. 'I’ve got five 
more calls I must make and possibly a sixth, but I may be able to 
leave that until the morning,' she said. 

’Fine! I'm quite happy to come along with you. I can finish the 
lawn this evening.’ 

Rosabel's eyes twinkled as she leaned forward and switched on the 
ignition. 'I must say one of the treats which you've provided in the 
last couple of weeks is freedom from grass cutting. I just hate 
when my turn comes round to do the mowing. Peter's so busy I 



can't leave it all to him, and I must admit it’s pretty difficult to get 
a gardener, even an odd job man, around here. Most of the men 
prefer to go fishing if they've got any spare time.' 

Rather to Rosabel's surprise she enjoyed his company. 
Conversation started immediately she came out of each house and 
got back into the car. If she was curious about Robert Carr's tastes, 
it was quite obvious that he was equally interested in hers, because 
he questioned her closely on a number of subjects from her taste in 
music to her opinions on 'spare part' surgery. 

In the middle of a heated discussion on whether or not they ought 
to import fruit from apartheid countries she suddenly started 
laughing and said to him, 'How on earth did we get on to this topic 
?' 

Robert stopped in the middle of a sentence and rubbed his hands 
through his hair so that it looked rougher than it usually did. 'I can't 
think,' he said. 'I believe it started with us discussing whether 
everybody who came to Britain ought to get free health service, 
though how that got on to fruit I can't remember now,' and he 
chuckled infectiously. 

Rosabel, as they drew up outside her last call, found herself 
laughing with him and she was quite astonished as she glanced at 
her watch to notice that it was nearly twenty-five past five. Never 
could she remember an afternoon going quite so quickly. Even if it 
meant that she would have to spend at least a couple of hours this 
evening writing up her notes, she couldn't help feeling it was well 
worth it. She'd thoroughly enjoyed the three hours she'd spent in 
this man's company, though even to herself she was a little 
ashamed to admit it. 



The following Sunday was her day off call as well as her brother's, 
and on the Saturday evening Peter announced that if the weather 
was fine, he proposed that they should all take a picnic and go and 
spend the day at a cove on the other side of the river. 

'Willy will take us over, I spoke to him this afternoon and he said 
that the tide would be right if we were all ready by a quarter to ten. 
It will mean missing morning church and I don't suppose John 
McGill will be very pleased with us, but never mind, it’s only once 
in a while. Do you think we can all be ready by that time, Isa?’ 

Isabel McCulloch looked up. I'm certain we can. If we're going on 
a picnic the girls could be ready by six, couldn't you?’ 

Jennie and Katya giggled. 'Oh, Gran, you are silly,’ they said. 
'Well, we suppose we could be ready by six, but I don't think we'd 
remember everything we'd like to take with us. You know what 
we're like at forgetting things.’ 

'Don't I just,’ agreed their grandmother. 'But if we start getting 
things out tonight, and Rosabel and I get the food ready tomorrow 
morning first thing, I see no reason why we shouldn't be down on 
the quay by half past nine at the latest. We wouldn't want to miss 
the tide, now would we?’ 

As usual there seemed a mountain of things to be taken, quite apart 
from enough food to last the family for the day. There were all the 
swimming togs, balls, bats, extra shoes and socks for the children, 
mackintoshes in case it rained, ground sheets and rugs to sit on, 
and extra woollies in case they got wet. There was quite a mound 
waiting in the hall when Rosabel went upstairs to fetch her anorak. 

To her surprise this morning she had discovered that Robert was 
joining the party, fler brother had said nothing about it the evening 
before, but maybe he thought that she might protest, though why 



he should she couldn't imagine. Since the night of the dance she 
and Robert had maintained perfectly amicable relations, so her 
brother must have noticed this. He was an acutely observant man 
and very little which occurred in his own household passed 
unnoticed, though very often he didn't mention his observations. 
Perhaps the fact that he had to be mother and father to his two girls 
made him more perceptive than most men. 

By the time Rosabel came down again, her anorak tucked under 
her arm, the party was ready. Robert had sauntered through from 
the back part of the house, his hair looking as if it hadn't seen a 
comb this morning. He was wearing a most disreputable pair of 
trousers and a thick woolly. 

He grinned when he caught her glance and said mockingly, 'Good 
morning. I've got my best Sunday suit on, as you can see, for the 
expedition.’ 

Rosabel flushed slightly; it was uncanny the way that he could 
read her thoughts, but perhaps she had given herself away by the 
expressive side glance when she had seen him coming. It wasn't 
that she specially liked men to be dressed up and certainly not for 
an outing of this kind, but even for a seashore picnic and a boat 
journey first she had to admit that Robert looked rougher than 
usual. Peter in his thick fisherman's jersey and old corduroys 
looked neatness itself in comparison, but then of course he wore 
his hair much shorter, and that, in her opinion, made a difference. 
Even when the wind was at its wildest, as it could be on this coast, 
she had never seen her brother's hair in very much of a disarray. 
He had a slight curl to it and it fell naturally into place. 

By the time they had collected all their things, everyone carrying 
their share, and had walked down the road to the little jetty, the 
boat was ready and waiting for them. The old motor at the back of 



the launch was chugging spasmodically as if it had got an acute 
attack of asthma and as they all climbed aboard, Rosabel 
wondered, as she had wondered very often in the past, whether the 
boat would actually get them there. 

Willy, however, seemed to have a sort of magic touch with the old 
coughing, spluttering engine. By the time they were all 
comfortably seated he had already cast off and they were on their 
way across the wide estuary. The beach to which they were going 
was an old favourite and they always got Willy to take them over 
since it was quite inaccessible by road. He usually took them over 
first thing in the morning if the tides were right and collected them 
again in the late evening, unless it came on to rain, when he would 
appear like a genie out of a bottle to take them back and save them 
from too severe a soaking. 

There was a long swell rolling in and after two or three attempts to 
get into the cove Willy shook his head. 'I'm afraid you people will 
have to get out and wade in,' he said. 'I daren't risk the boat any 
nearer inshore.' So with one accord Peter and Robert rolled up 
their trousers and slipped over the side. 

Peter reached up and lifted his mother-in-law out and Robert 
turned to Rosabel. She was already rolling up her own slacks and 
quickly told him that she was perfectly capable of getting ashore 
by herself. 

'Nonsense,' he said, 'we can't expect the ladies to wade,' and before 
she could say any more he had reached over the gunwale, lifted her 
firmly in his arms and was striding towards the beach. 

Rosabel knew that it would have been very foolhardy to struggle, 
so she clasped him firmly round the neck and contented herself by 
glaring into the distance. 



A low chuckle sounded in her ear. 'I suppose I shall have to pay for 
this for the rest of the day!' 

'I may be annoyed, but I'm not a sulker,’ Rosabel replied briskly. 

Robert chuckled again. ’Well, I'm very glad to hear it. There’s 
nothing worse than a moody woman,’ and before she could retort 
he had set her on her feet on the sand and had turned back to go 
and fetch one of the girls. 

By the time they had got all their goods ashore and taken them up 
the beach to a sheltered corner where the wind couldn't get at them 
and they could enjoy as much of the sun as they desired, Willy had 
started up the boat again and was almost half-way across the 
estuary. 

The girls had got into their bathing costumes as soon as they were 
set ashore and were already dashing towards the waves to have a 
paddle. 

Katya screamed as the cold water went over her toes. 'Ooh, it’s 
colder than usual, I'm sure it is!’ 

Rosabel sat down beside Isa on one of the rugs. 'Well, if Katya 
thinks it’s cold, it must be cold, and I certainly shan't be going in 
for a bathe.' She settled herself back comfortably. 'The Sunday 
papers for me for the next hour!' 

But if she expected to be able to enjoy them by herself she was 
very much mistaken. Mrs. McCulloch was content to lean back 
and just watch the children, enjoy the scenery and doze, but Peter 
possessed himself immediately of one of the Sunday papers and 
when Rosabel reached for the second she had the middle part 
twitched out of her grasp almost before she could glance at the 
front page. 



'Greedy,' said a voice beside her, and she turned to see that Robert 
had thrown himself on his stomach and was already scanning the 
pages he had just removed from her grasp. 

'You might have asked me.’ 

'I knew that if I did you’d refuse immediately,’ he said, and then 
grinned up at her, ’isn't that so?’ 

Rosabel couldn’t help an answering grin appearing on her own 
face. 'Well, you know me - just a bundle of contrariness.’ 

'Yes, I’d gathered that,’ he said. ’That’s why I didn’t give you a 
chance to refuse me,’ and without waiting to see if she intended to 
reply to him or not, he turned firmly back to read the pages he had 
purloined. 

All was silent, the only sound being the screams of the gulls 
overhead and the murmuring voices of the girls coming from the 
water's edge. Rosabel had finished with the front page and had just 
turned to glance at the gossip columns on page two, when her 
brother suddenly remarked, 'There’s a very interesting article in 
this paper about the advances made in recent years in tropical 
medicine, you ought to read it.’ 

Rosabel looked up, vaguely astonished. She wondered why her 
brother could think that she was interested in tropical medicine. It 
wasn’t a subject which was very likely to come her way unless she 
decided to nurse overseas. Then she suddenly realized that his 
remark had not been addressed to her but to the man lying by her 
side. He had turned his head towards Peter and had said, 'Who’s it 
written by?' 

Her brother mentioned some name quite unknown to Rosabel. In 
any case, her mind was firmly fixed on the curious situation of her 



brother imagining that Robert would be interested in an article on 
tropical medicine, except in a general way, and she was just 
beginning to wonder if she could ask some pertinent questions and 
have her curiosity set at rest when Isa interrupted them by saying, 
'I knew it! Trust Katya!’ and getting to her feet began to run in the 
direction of the little girl. 

Rosabel immediately put the paper down and got up too. She knew 
Katya of old. If anyone was accident-prone, she was. 

She soon saw what had happened and began to laugh. Katya, in an 
effort to tease Jennie, had overreached herself. She had stepped on 
an unexpected piece of stone or rock just below the surface of the 
water and had fallen flat on her face, and as she was about to get 
up out of the shallow water one of the big rollers had come in and 
knocked her flat again. 

By the time Rosabel and Isa had got to the water's edge, Jennie had 
pulled her sister to her feet, but the child was full of sea-water and 
she was coughing and spluttering as she tried to get her breath. Isa 
took her granddaughter firmly by the arm and patted her briskly on 
the back. Tears were starting from the child's eyes as she drew air 
at last into her lungs. 

'Oh, Gran, stop it, I'm okay. And look at my hair! It's absolutely 
wringing wet!' 

Katya shook the heavy hair out of her eyes. Rosabel reached for a 
dry towel and began to pat the sea-water off her face. 

'It was her own fault,' Jennie said, 'she was teasing me with the 
biggest, horridest dead jellyfish you've ever seen. You know how I 
hate the beastly things. And I think she must have slipped and 
fallen on something. Anyway, over she went and the sea knocked 



her down again. I told her the breakers catch you unawares and 
one did, it just served her right!' 

'Now, Jennie,' Mrs. McCulloch put in, 'Kat's had her lesson. You 
don't need to rub it in. Come and sit down for a minute and get 
your breath,' she said to the younger girl, and taking the towel out 
of Rosabel's hands she put it round Katya's shoulders and led her 
firmly away. 

'That's a good beginning,' Rosabel remarked to Jennie as the other 
two walked away. 'I hope this isn't going to set the pattern for the 
rest of the day. I don't feel like spending my time mopping up 
people. It's my day off from that sort of thing.' 

Jennie laughed. 'I don't suppose it will, and Kat isn't hurt after all. 
She only got a tummyful of sea-water. I bet it will make her feel 
sick, though,' she said in a typical sisterly fashion and with a great 
deal of satisfaction in her voice. 

It didn't appear though, when lunch time came round, to have 
impaired Katya's appetite in the smallest degree. She even joined 
her father and sister for a swim before lunch. Rosabel had stuck to 
her decision not to bathe, and it didn't altogether surprise her that 
Robert made no effort to get into a pair of swimming trunks either. 

When she gazed at him questioningly he said, 'I don't go in waters 
quite as cold as these - the hot Med. for me every time.' Rosabel 
remembered him saying this to her before. Somehow he looked the 
sort to go in more for fishing trips or even birdwatching. Certainly 
not the type to go sitting on sunny shores enjoying a blazing sun. 

Maybe she wasn't a particularly good judge of character, though 
she felt he was proving true to her first opinion when he produced 
a clinking bag and placed it beside the hamper. As Isa lifted out 



the bottles Robert said with a wicked grin, 'My contribution 
towards the picnic.’ 

Peter, coming up the beach with the girls, was just in time to hear 
this last remark. 'Good! I realized when I was well on the way that 
we'd forgotten the beer. It’s good of you to have brought some.’ 

'Oh, I've not only brought beer,’ Robert said, 'I've brought 
something for everybody,’ and to the girls' delight he produced 
small bottles of cider for them, half a bottle of sparkling white 
wine for Rosabel and Isa, and two large bottles of beer for himself 
and Peter. 

Isabel, as usual, had provided very ample fare. There were home¬ 
made sausage rolls, sandwiches, small individual salads in 
polythene bowls, a leg of chicken apiece, and she followed all this 
by producing tinned fruit salad as dessert. 

By the time they had finished and the used things repacked, 
Rosabel felt as if she couldn't have moved an inch, and she lay 
back on the rug with a sigh of satisfaction. 'I feel I shall sleep for a 
week after this.’ 

'You won't, you know,’ said a voice in her right ear, 'because in 
half an hour's time you and I are going for a brisk walk over that 
hillock over there. I want to know what’s on the other side.’ 

Rosabel turned a lazy head and opened one eye. 'Nothing very 
exciting, I'm afraid. This place is practically inaccessible. You can 
get a little way, but not far. I'll show you later, but I've just got to 
have a snooze after all that food.’ 

'Now who could resist that?’ Robert answered. 'You have your 
beauty sleep but I'm going to have my walk, so prepare yourself to 
be nudged sharply in the near future.’ Rosabel smiled faintly and 



turned her face away. It really was heavenly lying here on the soft 
sand, just comfortably warm without being too hot, and she settled 
down to drift blissfully off to sleep. 

It seemed only two minutes later when a hand took hold of her arm 
and shook it gently. She didn't take any notice for a minute and 
then as the fingers grasped a little tighter, she opened her eyes and 
found she was staring straight into Robert's face. He was looking 
at her quite seriously, scrutinizing her with care. 

Rosabel was a little taken aback. It was quite alarming enough to 
be woken up out of such a deep sleep, but to find his face so close 
to her own was most disturbing. It had crossed her mind once or 
twice that he might be very attractive to a certain sort of girl, but 
she had never thought that the certain sort of girl might be herself. 

The expression in his eyes was quite unreadable. He gave 
absolutely nothing away. The deep crows' feet at either side of his 
eyes and the tilt of his mouth spoke however of a warm genial 
character. No one would have called his face weak by any means. 
He had a strong determined chin and sometimes when he set his 
mouth very firmly, Rosabel felt sure that he was the sort of man 
who made a decision and stuck to it. He could also, she thought, be 
a little intimidating. She hadn't realized it before, but in a quiet sort 
of way there was an authority about him. He might wear rough 
clothes, he might have an unkempt appearance, but despite this he 
had a dignity which showed through his careless attitude to life 
and his unconventional method of dressing. 

'Time to go for that little walk we were talking about earlier,' he 
said. 'The others went ten or fifteen minutes ago. I told them we'd 
follow as soon as you woke up, but it's taken me ages to get you 
round. Do you always go off into a dead sleep like this ?' 



'Not always,' Rosabel said, 'but I'm not usually full of wine at 
lunch-time. It always makes me sleepy.' 

'Oh, is that it?' he said with a grin. 'I saw you knocking it back.' 
'Ooh, what a dreadful thing to say! I only had a glass and a half.' 
'Two glasses,' he said firmly. 

'Okay, two glasses if you say so, but it was delicious.' 

He rolled over and sat up. 'I'm glad you enjoyed it. I bought it for 
that purpose, although I thought you might disapprove.' 

'Me? Disapprove? Father insisted we didn't grow up intolerant 
teetotallers.' 

'Yes, I remember now. You had some sherry the other night, didn't 
you? Still, in these days when most girls of your age are on vodkas 
and tonics, it's unusual to find one who only has the odd glass of 
sherry or a very occasional glass of wine.' 

Rosabel felt that the conversation was getting beyond her. She got 
to her feet and began to brush some of the sand off her slacks. 
'Much better for the complexion,' she said lightly, 'you know what 
the hard stuff can do. Bring me out in spots, and that would never 
do.’ 

He had also risen and was standing looking down at her. 'Well, I 
shouldn't think there's much danger of that. You've got a very clear 
skin.' 

Rosabel looked at him in a rather surprised manner, Robert had 
made the remark not as if he were paying her a compliment, but 
more as if he had her under a microscope. She realized that he 



actually was looking at the skin of her face in a most analytical 
manner. What an astonishing creature he was. 

By the time they had gone through the thick bracken and reached 
the top of the low mound which overlooked the beach they could 
see the others down below, then heads and shoulders sticking out 
of a sea of greenery. Rosabel put her hands to her mouth and gave 
a loud 'Hulloo!' and Peter looked up and waved and shouted. They 
had obviously been quite a way along the track which wound its 
way up and over the hill behind and were on their way back to the 
beach. 

'Is it worth going down there?’ Rosabel asked, 'or shall we wait 
here for them ?’ 

'Certainly not,’ said Robert. 'We came out for a walk and a walk 
we're going to have.’ 

Rosabel shrugged. 'Very well, come on, but on your own head be 
it. It’s very uneven and swampy in parts.’ 

When the two parties met, Katya bounced up to Robert and 
Rosabel with an, 'I told Daddy you hadn't heard. It's no good going 
any further. Just look at our feet!' 

They looked. The two girls had removed their shoes and four bare 
feet were generously adorned with mud and green slime. Isa pulled 
a face at her own filthy beach shoes. 'At least we’ve saved you. It's 
like a bog further on. We were in it before we noticed.' 

’There goes your walk,' Rosabel said to Robert. 

'If it's exercise you're after,' her brother offered, 'we're having a 
game of beach cricket as soon as we've cleaned ourselves up.' 



Over an hour later Rosabel wasn't sorry to see the boat returning to 
pick them up. The tide had gone right out by this time. What wind 
there had been had dropped and there was hardly a ripple on the 
water, so Willy had no difficulty in getting the boat near in to 
shore. As the girls waded out to throw their share of the burdens 
over the gunwale of the boat, he leaned down and hoisted Katya 
in. ’Had a good day, girlie?’ 

'Super,' Katya beamed. 'It's been absolutely marvellous, I wish we 
could do it every Sunday!' 

'Sure and you'd soon be tired of that if it was every weekend,' the 
old man said. 'I know you girls.' 

Katya giggled, 'Jennie and I don't get tired of things. Besides, 
nobody could get bored in Bannford.' 

'Humph,' the old boatman grunted, 'that's not what I hear from 
some of the other village lassies.' 

'They don't know when they're lucky,' Katya said scornfully. 'I 
expect you're talking about Milly and Jeannie down at tie cottages, 
I've heard them talking. That's just because there isn't a dance 
every night of the week. But we don't want to go dancing.' 

'Well, not now you don't,' Willy said, 'but I expect when you're a 
wee bit older.' 

'No, not even then,' said Katya. 'Oh, we might go once in a while.' 

Rosabel, who had just got into the boat, laughed at the patronizing 
tones in her voice. 'And what will you be doing with your time, 
young lady, if you're not wasting it on frivolities like dancing ?' 


'Oh, I shall be studying for my degree,' Katya declared. 



Jennie laughed, 'You know that's probably what she will be doing, 
Rosabel.' 

'Yes, I shouldn't be surprised.' It was a family joke that young 
Katya already had a brain like a computer. Rosabel could visualize 
her going through university with the greatest of ease, emerging 
with a first-class degree when she left. 

Jeannie now was another matter. Although she too had inherited 
Peter's brains, nursing and not university was her goal. 

By this time Isa and the two men had arrived. Willy started the 
engine again and they were soon chugging across the estuary 
towards home. There was silence except for the noise of the 
engine. The girls were tired, sated with the day's fresh air and 
activity. There would be no trouble getting them to bed tonight, 
Rosabel thought. 

She sat, enjoying the soft breezes blowing through her hair. It had 
really been a very nice day. But as she sailed back her eyes 
wandered to the little village ahead with the hotel on the hill above 
it. She suddenly felt absolutely conscience-stricken. She hadn't 
given Bill a thought all day. 



CHAPTER SIX 


She felt even more so the following morning when she 
accidentally bumped into Kate Johnston in the village street. 
Rosabel pulled up and leaned through the window to shout 'Hallo' 
to her, and Kate got off her bicycle and walked over. 

When they had exchanged one or two remarks Kate suddenly said 
accusingly, 'I don't know what's going on between you and Bill, 
but we've not seen you all week, Rosabel. He seems utterly 
miserable. What's gone wrong between you two?' 

Rosabel felt very uncomfortable. It really wasn't her job to tell 
Bill's sisters that she had refused to marry him and she hated to be 
accused in this manner. She had always liked Kate and was rather 
surprised at the way in which Bill's younger sister had taken up the 
cudgels on her brother's behalf. 

As she hesitated, searching for words, Kate said, 'Why don't you 
come up and see him this evening? I know he'd be delighted and 
Jean and I are going into Dumfries, so you'd have him to yourself.' 

Rosabel didn't quite know how to get out of this invitation. 'I'll 
come if I can,' she half promised. 

'Yes, do that,' Kate said as she tinned the bicycle round. 'I'll tell 
Bill to expect you.' 

'No, please don't,' Rosabel shouted after her, but whether Kate 
heard or not she didn't know because with a wave of her hand she 
got on her bicycle and rode away. 

Rosabel put the car into gear and set off again. She was very 
thoughtful as she went on to her next case. She wished that she had 
never rim into Kate. She certainly didn't want to make the first 



move where Bill was concerned. It would give other people, not to 
mention Bill himself, the wrong ideas. Any overtures on her part 
might make him think that she was beginning to change her mind 
about her decision and she certainly hadn't done that. If he wanted 
to remain friendly with her and she hoped he did, then it was up to 
him to make the first move. 

That evening when she had had supper and written up her notes, 
Rosabel set off up the path behind the house. Instead of turning 
towards the hotel, however, she walked up the hill until she got to 
the little summit and sat in her favourite position, leaning back 
against one of the convenient stumps of granite. 

She had been there about fifteen minutes when she suddenly 
realized that she was not alone. She had heard no sound of 
approaching feet, not so much as a twig breaking, when Robert 
dropped into the heather beside her. He sat close to her but a little 
way behind so that she couldn't see his face without turning round. 
He didn't say anything, but putting a hand on the nape of her neck, 
he began to rub it with his fingers. 

Rosabel was thinking what a comforting gesture this was and how 
much she enjoyed the feeling of his hand moving to and fro across 
her neck when he suddenly said, 'Come up here to think things out, 
have you?’ 

She gave a jump of surprise, wondering if he was quite so 
curiously perceptive with everyone he met. He certainly divined 
her thoughts without the slightest difficulty and she didn't quite 
know how to answer him. 

Honesty seemed the best so she said, 'It's Bill Johnston up at the 
hotel, as you probably guessed.’ 



The hand continued to move backwards and forwards soothingly 
across her neck, so she went on, 'I don't quite know what to do 
about him. I’ve rather drifted into a situation, I'm afraid.’ 

'Yes, that's very easily done,’ said the voice from just behind her. 
'You can start going around with someone quite casually and all of 
a sudden everyone seems to take it for granted that you're heading 
up the aisle.' 

'Yes,' Rosabel said, 'that's what happened in our case. It was 
thoughtless of me perhaps, but I never took Bill seriously and I 
was quite taken aback when he seemed to take it for granted that 
we would be getting married at the end of this year. The only 
people who don't seem to expect me to marry him are my brother 
and Mrs. McCulloch.' 

'Well, perhaps they're the sensible sort of people who think you're 
quite old enough and sensible enough to run your own life,' Robert 
said. 'I must admit that I agree with them, though you don't want to 
let your soft heart draw you into any more trouble. I take it that 
you've now given him a direct and honest answer. If you have, 
then stick by it. A clean break is the best break, you know.' 

Rosabel swivelled round to look up at him. 'It's a bit difficult in a 
small place like this,’ she said almost pleadingly. 

'It doesn't make any difference what the size of the place is,’ 
Robert maintained, 'human nature's the same whether it's in the 
country or a big city. In the country everybody knows everybody 
else's business, so it seems different, that's all.' 

Rosabel gave a half-hearted laugh. 'You may be right. It’s the fact 
that people who know you well are watching what you're going to 
do next that's unnerving. That and the fact that ...' and she stopped 
abruptly. She hesitated to tell Robert that Bill's sisters were trying 



to talk her into making things up. But for some reason she couldn't 
explain to herself she wanted to set the score right with this man. 
She didn't want him to think she was the sort of girl who liked to 
play men on a string, just to have another scalp dangling off their 
belt. While she hesitated he suddenly asked, 'What about a walk 
down to Rockspit?’ 

Rosabel got to her feet. ’A good idea,’ she said, looking down at 
him. 'I'm a bit tired of myself this evening. Let’s talk about 
something else.' 

He laughed as he got up. 'What are we to talk about? Any 
suggestions?’ 

'Oh, anything,’ shrugged Rosabel as she set off down the path 
ahead of him, ’shoes and ships and sealing wax if you like.’ 

Robert laughed again as he caught up with her. 'Well, ships by all 
means,' he said. 'Tell me more about Willy who took us out 
yesterday. He's a very interesting old chap, I must say.’ 


When she was getting ready for bed that night Rosabel's fingers 
were slow as she picked up her comb to do her hair before she got 
into bed. She stared at her reflection in the mirror. What am I 
coming to? she thought. I set out tonight to have a quiet think. And 
what happened? I went down to Rockspit with Robert Carr and 
held his hand all the way home - yes, all the way home. I just can't 
think how that happened. She looked down at the hand in question 
almost as if it were to blame. 

As she got into bed an extraordinary feeling came over her. She 
couldn't, she couldn't possibly be falling in love with this odd man 
who had landed himself on their doorstep. She couldn't possibly be 



so stupid. But as she snapped out the bedside lamp it occurred to 
her that she not only could, but had already been stupid enough to 
fall at least half-way in love with him. There was something about 
him that appealed to her, despite the fact that she disapproved of 
his drinking habits and a lot of other things which she wasn't 
prepared to enumerate to herself at this time of night. As she went 
off to sleep, she found she was wondering what it would feel like 
to be kissed by him, and a happy smile curled her lips as she 
drifted off into unconsciousness. 

But the next morning as she headed off for work her thoughts were 
a good deal more sober. Perhaps it would be a good idea after all 
to think seriously about taking this course in intensive care 
therapy. She must settle down and write a long letter to Joan and 
get an interview arranged. She could see trouble ahead if she went 
on the way she was going. The whole village would call her 
'flighty'. Not that she cared all that much for public opinion, but it 
did matter when her brother was the local doctor. It didn't do to 
have any gossip attached to one's name. 

She wasn't made to feel any cheerier either when she arrived to 
give Mr. Brown his blanket bath to find that her patient was sitting 
up in bed gazing with a long face at his garden. She tried various 
avenues of conversation as she was attending to him, but received 
only monosyllables in reply, so she waited until she had nearly 
finished and then asked, 'What’s the matter, Mr. Brown? You don't 
seem at all yourself this morning.' 

He didn't answer for a second and then his gaze returned to the 
window. Before he could answer her Rosabel said again, 'I thought 
you'd be happier here in this nice sunny room looking out on your 
garden. It really is a picture.' 



Immediately Mr. Brown said, 'It may be a picture to you, Nurse, 
but it’s certainly not a picture to me. My neighbour said he'd come 
in and look after it while I was ill, but just look at those weeds 
down there! They've grown since I came in here the other day.' 

Rosabel strolled over to the window and looked down. As far as 
she could see the flower beds were all weeded, neat and tidy. 

'And look at the lawn too,' Mr. Brown went on. 'It's been needing a 
trim for a week, judging by the length of it. It would only take half 
an hour to run a mower over it. Be a hayfield before you can say 
Jack Robinson,’ he finished glumly. 

Rosabel turned with her back to the window and looked at him. 
'Do you mean to say that you're going to make yourself worse 
worrying over a garden?' 

'Well, it’s important to me,’ Mr. Brown explained. 'I spend all my 
spare time out there when I'm well and I just hate to see it getting 
untidy,’ and then he looked up and caught Rosabel's eye. ’I expect 
you think I'm a funny kind of fellow, Nurse, but I can't help it, any 
more than my wife can help making a fuss over the house. I expect 
in a way we're two of a kind.’ 

Rosabel straightened up. 'Well, if it’s really worrying you I'll see 
what I can do to help,’ she said. I’m not promising anything, mind 
you,’ as he looked eagerly at her, 'but I’ve got a friend who just 
might come and do a bit for you. You remember, he came and 
helped carry you in here.’ 

Mr. Brown grunted. He didn't look as if he placed any great faith 
in Rosabel’s intention to ask Robert to come and give a hand in the 
garden, but he seemed a little more cheerful as Rosabel packed her 
things and said 'Good morning' to him. 



It occurred to her as she returned home at lunchtime what an 
awkward situation she had put herself in by half-promising 
Robert's help as a gardener. It really was rather impertinent of her 
to presume that he would be prepared to go and do something for 
one of her patients. But he was an easy-going man, so when she 
drew up into the yard outside the garage and saw him strolling 
from the direction of the garden, she went over before her courage 
could desert her and said to him, 'I've a favour to ask you.' 

He looked at her and laughed. 'You know I'm yours to command,' 
he said, and laughed again as her eyes widened. 

'It's Mr. Brown - you remember, the man I got you to help me with 
the other day. I’ve discovered it was a big mistake to move him. 
Now he can see his beloved garden he's worrying himself silly 
about two or three weeds and the length of the grass!' 

At the chagrin in her voice Robert threw back his head and burst 
out laughing. 'So much for your notion that he'd like a sunny 
room,' he said. 'I think his wife had the right idea in the first place. 
She's probably had experience of him. I suppose you want me to 
go and spend the afternoon acting as jobbing gardener?' 

Rosabel looked up anxiously. 'Would you?' she asked. 'I know it's 
a bit of a cheek.' 

'Never mind,' said Robert, and he patted her on the shoulder as he 
walked off towards the stairs leading towards the flat. 'What time 
do you think I'd better go up there?' 

'Oh, any time after lunch,' Rosabel called after him. 'Would you 
like me to run you up there?' 



Robert halted half-way up the staircase and swung round. 'No, 
that’s all right,’ he said. 'I’ve fixed up your brother's old bicycle, I’ll 
go up on that,' and he disappeared from view. 

As Rosabel strolled up to the back door of the house she suddenly 
realized how easy it had all been. But if she expected her request 
to have no repercussions of any sort, she was quite misled. That 
evening she was stacking the dishwasher for Isa when Robert’s 
head appeared round the kitchen door. ’One good turn deserves 
another,’ he said. ’Put your coat on and we’ll walk over to Rockspit 
for a drink.' 

Rosabel looked up. 'I don’t think I...' 

'No excuses,' Robert said, and held up his hand in mock solemnity. 
’I did what you wanted this afternoon and tidied up the old boy's 
garden. It looks like Kew Gardens now. You must go and inspect 
it.’ 

’Oh, I shall,’ said Rosabel. 'I have to see him every day, you know. 
He's still a very sick old man.’ 

’I’d gathered as much,’ said Robert, ’or you wouldn’t be in such a 
tizzy about him.' 

’I’m not,’ protested Rosabel, ’but I do like to ...' 

’I know. You think your patients will get well quicker with a bit of 
help and affection.’ 

She found herself blushing scarlet. Put like that it sounded rather 
childish - a 'do-gooder' run mad - but she never intended it that 
way. She supposed she really ought to be more ethical in her 
methods, but she had been putting her theories into practice ever 



since she had taken up district nursing and so far the results had 
been good. But there were some who might not agree. 

As she joined him at the door Rosabel eyed Robert thoughtfully. 
His astringent remarks gave her food for thought. Bill would never 
have pointed out to her what her actions might look like to other 
people. 

She had to admit next day when she called on the Browns that 
Robert had not spoken without justification. The garden did look 
very different from yesterday. The lawn was like the top of a 
billiard table, the edges neatly clipped, and not a weed raised its 
head in the flower beds. It must have taken several hours' work. 
When she had thoughtlessly and carelessly offered his services she 
hadn't really realized what she was letting him in for. It was no 
wonder that he'd made those remarks last night before they set out 
for Rockspit. 

When she got home that evening she must sit down and write her 
letter to Joan. Not only the situation over Bill, but the arrival of 
Robert Carr and her interest in him were flashing red danger 
signals in her mind. 

But she didn't get the letter written that evening. They had only 
just finished clearing up after supper when Penny McGill burst in 
on them. 

'I couldn't wait another instant,' she said as she put her head round 
the sitting-room door and, seeing Isa and Rosabel comfortably 
seated in two chairs came in and closed the door. She held out her 
left hand. Tan and I have got engaged. We went to Dumfries this 
morning and got the ring. Don't you think it's lovely?' 



Both Rosabel and Mrs. McCulloch made the usual remarks and 
wished Penny lots of luck. The ring, a beautiful solitaire diamond, 
suited Penny's small capable hand. 

'When's the wedding to be?’ 

'Oh, very soon,' Penny told them. 'There's nothing for us to wait 
for, you know. There’s a cottage empty quite near to Ian's father, 
so we're going to move in there for a start. It will be quite big 
enough for two. I shall keep on with my work and of course we'll 
be married here and John will officiate, so we thought the 
beginning of August.’ 

'As soon as that?’ commented Rosabel. 

Penny blushed. ’Does it sound as if we're rushing things? But as I 
said we’ve nothing to wait for, and Ian's father has agreed to a 
short honeymoon so long as we're back for the harvest.’ She 
laughed - a happy bubbling sound of sheer joy. 'What I really came 
to ask was could I have Katya and Jennie as bridesmaids?* 

Isa smiled. 'I don't think it’s a case of asking. Once they know 
you're getting married it would be impossible to refuse them. 
They'll both be delighted. What about Ian’s sister? Won't she want 
to be bridesmaid as well?’ 

'Apparently not,’ said Penny. 'I did ask her first, of course, but she's 
a very shy girl, as you probably know.’ 

Rosabel nodded. 'Yes, I did meet her once and thought how quiet 
she seemed.’ 

'She asked me if I'd excuse her and I immediately thought of the 
youngsters here. I've known them and you as long as we’ve been 
up here, and I'd really love them to be my bridesmaids.' 



Just at that moment the door behind her opened and the girls 
themselves came in. Isa laughed. 'Speaking of angels!’ she said. 

Jennie looked enquiringly. 'What is it, Gran?’ 

'Good news for you,' her grandmother said. 'Penny’s engaged to be 
married and ...' but she hadn't time to say more before the girls fell 
upon Penny, snatching her left hand from behind her back and 
gazing with admiration at the ring. 

'Oh, it’s beautiful!’ exclaimed Katya. 'I suppose you wouldn't let 
me try it on, would you, Penny?’ 

Penny laughed and obligingly slipped the ring off her finger. Both 
the girls had to try it on, though it slipped round their small 
fingers. 

'Come on, you two,' ordered Rosabel, 'hand it back before it gets 
lost or damaged,’ and Katya reluctantly slipped it off her finger and 
gave it back to its owner. 

'You didn't hear the most exciting news,' Mrs. McCulloch told 
them. 'Penny wants you to be her bridesmaids.' 

At this there was a concerted shriek and Peter's head came round 
the door. 'I've got very long-suffering patients,’ he said, 'but this is 
my night for evening surgery. Do you two girls think you could 
control your excitement just for half an hour?’ and he withdrew 
before they could tell him the reason for the shouts and 
exclamations. 

Penny didn't need much persuading to stay for the rest of the 
evening and tell them all the plans. She and Ian were proposing to 
get married in the morning so they could catch the train and spend 
the first night in London before flying off for their honeymoon. Ian 



fancied Italy. He had had a very good holiday there two years ago 
and wanted to take Penny back to revisit the place. Then the 
conversation turned to wedding outfits. Both the girls had entirely 
different ideas on what they ought to wear until in the end Mrs. 
McCulloch turned and said, 'Now be quiet, you two. This is 
Penny's wedding and she decides what you wear. We'll have a day 
in Dumfries all together, you two, Penny and I - now isn't that the 
best idea ?’ 

Penny nodded. 'I think it is, Mrs. McCulloch. I'd sooner buy ready¬ 
made dresses, but if we can't find anything that suits both the girls 
I'm sure between us we could make something, don't you?’ 

While all this was being decided, Rosabel sat listening 
thoughtfully. She wished she could have met someone like Ian 
Murray, rich enough to get married immediately without waiting 
to save up and eligible in every other way. She wasn't a dedicated 
career girl by any means. A loving husband, two nice healthy kids 
- now that would be something for a woman to feel really proud 
of. 

She had to go into the county town early the next morning to see 
her supervisor. As she came out of the nurses' home she bumped 
into Bill Johnston. 'Good heavens, Bill, what are you doing here?’ 
she asked. 

'I had to come in on business,' Bill answered her, and glanced at 
his watch. ’It’s just on lunchtime, Roz. How about coming and 
having a bite with me?’ 

Rosabel could hardly refuse and they walked down the street 
together. As they waited for a table he suddenly said, ’I've not seen 
you since the golf club dance.’ 



'Well, that's not long ago,’ Rosabel said, immediately on the 
defensive. She wondered if Kate had told him to expect her the 
other evening, but if Kate had done so Bill didn't say. 

'I wondered if I should come down and see you,’ he went on, 'but I 
hear you've been busy.' 

Rosabel flushed. She might have known that somebody would tell 
him that she had been seen out walking with Robert Carr! It 
annoyed her that the information should be taken back to Bill so 
very promptly. It seemed to put her in a bad light. There was 
absolutely no reason for her to feel on the defensive, yet oddly she 
did so. She realized that her feelings for Robert Carr must be 
deeper than she had thought if she couldn't laugh it off. 

However, Bill was going on, 'I suppose you've heard about Ian 
Murray's engagement?' he asked. 'Kate's very cut up about it.' 

Rosabel looked surprised. Kate cut up about Ian and Penny getting 
engaged - why should she? 

'You know she went out with him two or three times,' Bill went on. 
'But that's ages ago, over a year at least.' 

'We don't seem very lucky, we Johnstons, in our love life,' Bill 
commented as he twisted his glass from side to side. 

Rosabel bit her lip. It wasn't very sportsmanlike of him to have 
made a remark like that to her. She wished she hadn't bumped into 
him, for the meal that was to follow was going to be a very 
uncomfortable one she could see. 

As if he sensed her anger, Bill changed the subject. He started to 
tell her about some American guests they had had, and the peculiar 



demands they had made. Before the meal was half over he had 
talked Rosabel into her usual sunny frame of mind again and she 
was laughing at Jean's acid comments from behind the closed 
kitchen door. 

'It's a good thing we had it soundproofed,' Bill said, 'because I 
should think they'd have asked for their bills and left at once if 
they'd heard what she was saying. Waffles for breakfast was just 
too much. And when one of them complained that the tea wasn't 
like he usually had it in America, I really thought she'd hit the 
roof! You know what a marvellous cup of tea she always makes, 
you've remarked about it several times.' 

Rosabel nodded as she ate her cheese and biscuits. 'Yes, but 
Americans do have funny tastes.’ 

'So I've found out, to my cost,’ Bill answered her. ’Still, they were 
very generous with their praises when they departed and one even 
asked Kate to go and visit him if she were ever in America,’ 

'No reason why you shouldn't both go,’ said Rosabel. 'You can get 
to America in six hours now.’ 

'Maybe,' Bill said, 'but it wouldn't be Kate I'd be wanting to go 
with, you know.' 

Rosabel could see they were steering back into deep waters and 
she hastily changed the subject, keeping on light and trivial matters 
until it was time for them to part. She had several calls to make 
before she could return home, so with what die hoped was tactful 
diplomacy she thanked him for the lunch, bade him a hasty 'Good¬ 
bye' and set off for the car park where she had left her car. 

She sighed with relief as she got into the Mini and slammed the 
door. Somehow she couldn't believe Robert would behave like this 



under similar circumstances. If a girl refused to marry him he 
would take his dismissal in a much more sensible manner, she felt 
sure. Yes, that was it, she thought as she put the key into the 
ignition. Bill wasn't taking it at all sensibly, he really was behaving 
rather like a spoiled boy who couldn't have the big rubber ball he’d 
set his heart on. 

Maybe that was why Ian had broken it off with Kate. It wasn't 
because he liked having a good time and no strings attached but 
because he too had found unattractive characteristics in Kate. 

On the surface Bill's younger sister seemed very nice, but Rosabel 
realized that she didn't know her well enough to prophesy how she 
would react to an unfortunate love affair. 

As she went up to her room that evening to change before supper, 
Rosabel wondered how she was going to excuse herself from 
going over to Rockspit. She felt sure that Robert would come in 
and suggest a walk. She was therefore surprised when nine o'clock 
arrived and he still hadn't put his head round the door. 

And when she finally went up to bed there was no light shining 
from the room over the garage. She couldn't help wondering where 
he was and what he was doing. ’Time you started thinking about 
really important things,’ she told herself severely, and getting out a 
pad she sat on the edge of the bed and wrote the long-delayed 
letter to Joan Rivers. 

She asked her for more information about the training, where she 
would have to come for an interview, how long the course was and 
a dozen other questions, and she addressed the envelope and sealed 
it before she finally got between the sheets and put the light out. 

At least this was a step in the right direction. Things couldn't go on 
as they were or she would be getting herself more and more 



muddled and more involved with the attractive stranger staying 
over the garage. 

Wherever Robert had been the night before he hadn't lingered in 
bed this morning. When Rosabel went down to the garage to 
collect her car he was walking up and down the lawn pushing the 
mower and whistling cheerily. 

He shouted a 'Hallo, good morning' as she backed the car out of 
the garage, and then as she wound the window down he came 
over, 'Sorry I didn't wash the car last night.’ 

Rosabel looked at the mud splashes on the bonnet. 'That’s all right,' 
she said. 'It doesn't have to be cleaned after every shower. I only 
used to do it once a week before you came here.’ 

'Well, since I am here,’ Robert said, 'there's no need for you to 
dirty your hands. Leave it out when you come back this evening 
and I'll give it a going-over.’ 

Rosabel nodded her thanks as she put the car into gear and drove 
out through the gate. If he was going to clean the car there'd be no 
walk this evening either. She was ashamed of her feeling of 
disappointment and she looked reassuringly towards the letter 
which she had brought out to post. The sooner it was on its way to 
London the better. 

When she went into the dining-room that evening it was to find 
that the table was only set for four. She went into the kitchen. ’Isn't 
Peter going to be in for supper tonight, Isa?’ she asked. 

'Didn't you know?' Isa said. 'Eric’s come back with an enormous 
salmon which he says he can't eat all by himself and he's asked 
Peter and Robert to go over for supper this evening.’ 



'Aren't you going as well, Isa ?’ 


Isa looked up from the pan she was stirring and laughed. 'Oh, I've 
not been invited this evening,' she said, ’it’s a strictly men only 
affair. Eric's asked Gordon Murray as well and I think the four of 
them are going to have a jolly evening together over a good meal 
with a game of cards to follow.' 

'If that’s the case,’ said Rosabel as she turned towards the door, Til 
be able to have the surgery all to myself. I'd like to get on top of all 
my paper work. I did a lot the other evening, but I haven't got 
through half. If you don't mind being left to watch the television on 
your own, Isa, I'll go and get on with it after supper.’ 

'You can start now if you like,’ Isa said. 'Supper won't be ready for 
about twenty minutes. I'll give you a call.’ 

Rosabel nodded and walked through into the surgery. It was very 
quiet in there. She moved some of Peter's things to one side so she 
wouldn't get them muddled with her own and opening her bag took 
out all her paper work and laid it out. 

As she surveyed it she gave a sigh. There was even more than she 
had realized, and the sooner she set to and got on with it the better. 
When she had been to see her supervisor the other day she had 
been told when she could take her holiday. She wondered where to 
go. She hadn't made any arrangements and although she would 
very much have liked to go abroad and make sure of some hot 
sunshine, she didn't want to go on her own. 

As soon as the Murray/McGill wedding was over Peter was going 
up to Glasgow to do a refresher course and he had arranged for the 
girls to go and spend a month with some old friends of his who 
lived in Ireland. There Jennie and Katya could enjoy three or four 
glorious weeks of swimming, riding and other outdoor sports with 



friends of their own age. Isa herself had arranged to spend a 
fortnight with her sister in Aberdeen, so for part of August Rosabel 
realized that she'd be in the house alone. 

She wondered what it would be like to have the big old place to 
herself and it crossed her mind to wonder whether Robert would 
be there still. Nothing had been said about how long he was going 
to stay, but he seemed to be turning into a permanent guest in the 
village. 

The following evening when she drove into the garage he was 
sitting at the bottom of the outside staircase oiling the girls' 
bicycles. He had turned them upside-down on the concrete in front 
of him and was going over them carefully. He looked if anything 
more disreputable than ever and his hands were dirty with grease 
and oil off the chains of the bicycles. 

As Rosabel came out of the garage he looked up and smiled. 'I 
suppose you wouldn't like to take pity on me and take me out to 
dinner? Oh, I'll pay for the meal, of course, but you provide the 
transport. I imagine there must be some nice little pubs around 
here.' 

Rosabel stopped in front of him. 'You're not serious, are you?' 

'Never more so. I thought it would make a change for you too.' 

'To go out to dinner?' she asked, 'or to be asked to provide the car?' 

Robert grinned. 'I suppose it is a bit unusual,' he said, 'but you 
know how I'm fixed,' and he spread his hands. 

Rosabel nodded grimly. 'Yes, you told me the other day, 
remember.' 



He looked at her again, his face quite solemn, but she could see 
that his eyes were dancing with amusement. 'So I did,' he said, 'and 
if I remember rightly, you looked very disapproving.' 

Rosabel didn't quite know how to answer this comment. If she told 
him how disapproving she was she might not know when to stop, 
and after all, she had been brought up to be polite and not to 
moralize over other people. Perhaps an evening in her company 
with just a sherry to start with and maybe half a bottle of wine with 
the meal would make him see there were better things to do than 
spend every lunch and evening time leaning on a bar. He was 
persuadable after all. When they went to Rockspit and called in for 
a drink he had needed no inducement to leave early. He hadn't 
wanted to stay on and have drink after drink, and he could control 
himself if he wanted. Perhaps all he needed was a prod in the right 
direction. 

'Give me twenty minutes to have a quick bath and change and I'll 
be with you. There's a very nice little place about ten miles away 
where they do an absolutely super steak.' 

'That's the place,' he said immediately. 'I'm a steak , addict. Twenty 
minutes now. Not a minute longer,' and he gave the wheel of 
Katya's bicycle a spin. 

To Rosabel's astonishment when she came downstairs dressed in a 
yellow silk frock patterned with big white daisies, it was to find 
Robert sitting chatting to Isa and looking incredibly immaculate. 
He wore a lounge suit in a deep shade of grey with a spotless white 
shirt, and although the hair was shaggy it had been smoothed down 
into some sort of order. 

He got up as soon as he saw Rosabel at the door and his eyes ran 
admiringly down her. 'Hm, you look good enough to eat,' he said. 



Rosabel flushed slightly and her glance flew from his face to Isa's. 
If Isabel was surprised at this compliment she didn't show it. Her 
head was bent over a darn in one of Katya's socks and she looked 
quite unconcerned. 

'I'm glad you think so,' Rosabel said lightly. 'We girls aim to 
please, you know.' 

She wondered why she had made such a flippant remark as she 
turned hurriedly and headed for the back door. Better get into the 
car quickly before she said anything else so banal. What could 
Robert, not to mention Isabel, be thinking of her? But if she 
thought that this bad beginning was going to cause a feeling of 
uneasiness between herself and her supper partner she was quite 
wrong. Within two minutes Robert had restored her feeling of 
complete relaxation. He talked quietly all the way over the 
moorland to their destination, and as she drove into the car park, 
Rosabel knew that she had been subtly put at her ease. 

When they went into the inn their table was ready and Rosabel 
found she didn't have much trouble in persuading Robert that a 
pre-dinner drink was quite unnecessary. The fillet steak when it 
arrived was all that she had promised. It was bursting with 
mushrooms and flanked by grilled tomatoes and tiny button 
onions. They had preceded it with soup and fresh salmon poached 
in wine so that by the time the last morsel of steak had gone 
Rosabel felt she couldn't face another mouthful. 

Robert grinned at her across the table. 'Eyes bigger than your 
tummy?' he asked. 


Rosabel nodded. 'But it was delicious, wasn't it?' 



'All that you said it would be. I must say I enjoy a good steak. 
We'll have to come here again,’ and he looked appreciatively 
around the little dining-room. 

Since his attention was elsewhere Rosabel was free to study him. 
She was getting curiouser and curiouser about this man and wished 
she were bold enough to ask him personal questions. She hadn't 
even known for instance that he possessed a lounge suit, and she 
doubted that it would have fitted into the knapsack. 

As he turned back and met her eyes it was almost as if he read her 
thoughts. 'You should have been called Eve, not Rosabel,' he said. 

Rosabel flushed; the inference was obvious. ’I know I'm 
inquisitive, but you're a puzzle to me.' 

'Well, at least you're an honest Eve,' Robert said, and he smoothed 
his thumb gently across her hand as it lay on the table. 

Rosabel jerked her hand back quickly as if she had been stung and 
put it on to her lap. If Robert was offended by this gesture he made 
no sign of it, but Rosabel wished he wouldn't make these casual 
unmeaning gestures. She was beginning to like his touch far too 
much, and since it could lead nowhere, it would do neither herself 
nor himself any good to encourage it. Better to try and keep things 
on a strictly friendly footing between them if that were possible. 

To turn his mind away from her gesture of withdrawal she said 
quickly, 'You haven't told me if you enjoyed yourself over at 
Colonel Brewer's last night. Did you have a thoroughly cosy stag 
evening?' 

Robert laughed. 'I must say we had a very stimulating evening, but 
then I was with three very interesting men. The old boy’s a 
cracking good story-teller.’ 



'Yes, I know he is,’ Rosabel agreed, 'even at drawing-room tales. I 
imagine, uninhibited by the ladies, he's really something.' 

When they got home a little after half past ten and walked into the 
house it was to find Isa McCulloch standing in her dressing gown 
answering the telephone. Seeing Rosabel, she said into the 
receiver, 'Oh, here she is. Just a moment, please, I'll get her to 
come and speak to you.’ 

Isabel covered the mouthpiece with her hand. 'It's Mrs Gregg from 
Wallace's farm, Rosabel. She insists on speaking to you. Better 
hurry up, because she’s in a call box.’ 

Rosabel came forward to take the phone. Mrs. Gregg was another 
of her 'hardy annuals' who had a baby with great regularity every 
year. She had already had four and was well on the way to 
producing the fifth. As Rosabel took the phone from Mrs. 
McCulloch and put it to her ear, she was confused by the excited 
jabbering of Mrs. Gregg's voice. 

She was a Devon girl whom Gregg had met and married while on 
a holiday down in the south of England, and used as she was to the 
soft Scottish burr, it took Rosabel a moment or two to adjust her 
ear to the Devonshire accent. 'It’s Mrs. Wallace,' Mrs. Gregg said. 
'Did you hear what I was saying, Nurse? I want you to come at 
once, you must come at once -I think he's gone mad!' 

'What on earth are you talking about? What’s wrong with Mrs. 
Wallace? She's not my patient, nor my brother's. If she's ill you 
must get her own doctor.’ 

Mrs. Gregg's husband was Farmer Wallace's head cowman and 
lived in a cottage quite near to the old stone farmhouse. Rosabel 
knew Wallace. He was a man of about fifty, dour, 
uncommunicative and who rarely stopped to exchange a 'good 



morning' if you passed him on the road. His wife had died about 
five years ago and then last year, to everyone's astonishment, he 
had gone away for a short holiday and appeared with a timid 
whey-faced girl of about twenty on his arm. Nobody had seen very 
much of the new Mrs. Wallace, and it was reputed that her 
husband didn't permit her to go out very often. Certainly she had 
never joined the women's organizations in the district, and even 
Isa, usually a mine of information, knew little about her. 

'I can hear her screaming dreadful up there, Nurse. She must be 
having the baby now.’ 

'Baby? What baby?’ Rosabel asked. 

’Her's having a baby. Farmer Wallace wouldn't even let her go to 
the doctor.’ 

'Do you mean to say she’s never seen anybody?’ 

'Well, not as far as I know,’ Mrs. Gregg replied. 'I went up when I 
heard all the screaming and tried to get in, but Farmer Wallace 
wouldn't answer, so I thought I'd better come and ring you.' 

'But I'm not doing the confinements this week,' said Rosabel. ’It's 
Nurse McClaren's turn.’ She and the jolly girl in charge of the 
adjoining district took it in turns, week and week about. They 
found this fitted in very well and only once during the time the 
system had been in operation had two women gone into labour 
simultaneously. 

'I've been on to her already,’ Mrs. Gregg shouted into the receiver, 
'but she’s already out on a case, so I got on to you straight away. 
You will come, won't you, Nurse, right away? I hate to think 
what’s happening in there, and her's only a bit of a girl.’ 



Rosabel realized that she would have to do something. 'Yes, I'll 
come right away, now don't worry.’ 


As she turned from the phone, she looked at Peter's mother-in-law. 
'Did you get all that, Isa ?’ 

'Well, part of it,’ said Isabel. ’Farmer Wallace's wife is having a 
baby and nobody knows anything about it.’ 

'They do now,' said Rosabel. 'Apparently she's screaming fit to 
beat the band and he won't let anyone into the house to help. I'd 
better go and change,' she said, glancing down at her silk frock. 'I 
can’t go like this.' 

Robert, who had been quietly standing by listening to the 
telephone conversation, said, 'I think I'd better come with you.' 

Rosabel looked up astonished. 'There's no need.' 

'I think there is,' Robert contradicted. 

'And I agree,' said Mrs. McCulloch. 'Farmer Wallace is a peculiar 
man and at this time of night I don't think you ought to go on your 
own. Yes, go with her, Robert. In the meantime I'll try and contact 
Peter.' 

By the time they reached Wallace's rather isolated farmhouse it 
was to find quite a few people gathered in the yard. The screams 
were not as violent as Mrs. Gregg had made out over the 
telephone, but they were quite alarming enough to make Rosabel 
hurry as she got out of the car and walk quickly across to where 
Mrs. Gregg was standing with her husband and two or three other 
farm labourers and their wives. 'Have you tried to get in again?' 



Mrs. Gregg shook her head. 'I haven't, but my Bill went up and 
knocked on the door and asked Himself if he should fetch the 
doctor, and he told him to go away and mind his own business.’ 

'Why is he so against doctors?’ Rosabel asked. 

'Well, first Mrs. Wallace died having a baby and Wallace said 
’twas the doctor's fault. I think myself 'twas because she was well 
over forty and worked right up to the end. Did too much, poor 
soul.' 

Rosabel could see a glimmering of the reason this obstinate man 
had not called in medical advice. People could be very obdurate in 
these parts, and she walked forward to the farm door with some 
trepidation. To her surprise she found Robert standing beside her 
shoulder to shoulder, and as the door was pulled abruptly open 
from within he propelled her inside the house and the door was 
shut before she had time to catch her breath. 

She had no time to stop and argue with the red-faced, angry man 
who tried to bar her progress. Ducking under his arm, she went 
towards the pathetic little figure crouching in the armchair beside 
the fire, moaning like a small kitten. It didn't take Rosabel more 
than three minutes to realize that here was a case more of hysteria 
and fear than of actual pain, and she had soon persuaded the 
trembling girl to get to her feet and be assisted up the staircase. 
Engaged in soothing the bewildered girl, Rosabel had been 
vaguely aware of shouts and muffled threats behind her, but the 
shouting had died down long before she was half-way up the 
stairs. Whatever Robert had said to the infuriated father-to-be, he 
had certainly managed to quell his protestations at their uninvited 
entry into his house. 



But a brief examination of Mrs. Wallace brought a frown to 
Rosabel's brow. The baby was certainly not lying in the correct 
position and she would need a doctor's help. 

With a promise of bringing up a cup of tea, she went off 
downstairs to have a word with Robert. To her amazement she 
found the two men sitting on either side of the kitchen table, a 
large earthenware teapot between them, drinking tea and 
discussing the price of beef stock, as if they had known each other 
for years. 

'Mrs. Wallace would like a cup of tea,’ and fetching another cup 
and saucer from the dresser she proceeded to pour out, added sugar 
liberally and took it upstairs. 

The little patient's eyes brightened as she saw Rosabel come back 
into the room. 'I thought you’d gone,’ she said. 

'I may have to pop out for a few minutes to get some things,’ 
Rosabel answered, 'but I shall be back again. Just lie quietly and if 
you get another pain try and relax. Your baby's not coming yet, I 
can assure you.' 

When she went down the stairs again she caught Robert's eye and 
he quietly got up and sauntered over to where she was standing in 
front of the fire. Quickly Rosabel told him how the land lay. 
'There's no phone here,’ she said, glancing round her. 'I never 
thought of telling Isa that.' 

'Never mind,' said Robert. 'You can leave me here to keep an eye 
on things. I'll pop upstairs and look at the patient in a moment.' 


'You won't frighten her?' Rosabel asked. 



'No,' Robert said, and gave his quiet smile, 'just leave it to me. If 
you can bring Peter back with you, all to the good.' 

Rosabel drove fast, blessing the fact that as it was late there was 
little traffic on the roads and fervently hoping that the village 
constable was safely tucked into his bed. As she rushed into the 
house she found Peter having a cup of tea. 'Oh, you're home - 
good!' she said. 'Another crisis! Come into the surgery. I'll tell you 
all about it while I'm assembling what we'll need.' 

Peter rose wearily to his feet. 'I've only just got in.' 

'We haven't a second to lose. I've had to leave Robert Carr dealing 
with a pregnant woman and a very irate husband,' and Rosabel 
proceeded to put her brother in possession of all the facts. 

If anything, Peter drove even faster on the return journey to the 
Wallaces' than Rosabel had done on her way to fetch him. She 
clung to the door as they rounded corners on two wheels and 
prayed they would both arrive in one piece. She knew Robert was 
quite capable of calming two agitated people, but a confinement 
case, especially one like this, would be quite beyond him. Of 
course the ideal solution would have been to send him to collect 
Peter, but with no licence she could hardly risk letting him drive 
her .car. However extenuating the circumstances, there would have 
been serious trouble had he been stopped. 

When they reached the farm the bystanders had departed, and all 
seemed quiet. But as Rosabel pushed open the farmhouse door 
there came a cry. Peter immediately snatched the bag out of 
Rosabel's hand and started forward just as Mr. Wallace got out of a 
chair and lunged towards them. There was no sign of Robert and 
as Peter made for the stairs, Farmer Wallace grabbed Rosabel's 
arm in so strong a grasp she was unable to free herself. 



He looked as if he were about to have an apoplexy and Rosabel 
knew she would be better employed for the next five minutes in 
preventing him from following her brother upstairs and causing a 
scene. She walked into the kitchen, and since he was still holding 
her arm, her captor had to come too. 

She looked up into his angry face. 'You'd better let go of me now 
and calm down, Mr. Wallace.’ 

He seemed as if he were struggling for speech as she went on. 'My 
brother was at home and as I needed his advice I've taken the 
liberty of bringing him with me. I know he’s not your wife's 
doctor, but I was worried about her condition. Your wife is very 
young, she's inexperienced, and she should have had medical 
advice long ago. It was very wrong of you not to permit it.’ 

By this time Mr. Wallace had found his voice. 'And what’s it got to 
do with you, young lady? My Milly was perfectly all right until 
today.’ 

'Do you think so?’ Rosabel asked. 'I haven't seen your wife before, 
but she seems to me to be very run down.’ 

'You quacks think you know everything. I tell you Milly was all 
right until today. I've seen to it that she’s had plenty to eat, lots of 
milk, just as it says in the books. I wasn't having what happened 
five years ago.' 

Rosabel felt sudden remorse. In his own way this man had done 
what he thought was best, and probably had complications not 
occurred, everything would have gone quite smoothly. He'd 
probably have had to fetch one of the women in at the end, but 
they were all experienced in having babies, and certainly Mrs. 
Gregg would have known exactly what to do. 



By this time he seemed more calm, so Rosabel looked around the 
kitchen and her eyes alighted on the kettle. 'I wonder if you would 
make some tea. I really think I ought to go up and see how my 
brother's getting on.' 

Rather reluctantly he released her, walked over to the big iron 
kettle lifting it as if it only weighed a feather. As he took it to the 
tap over the big stone sink Rosabel said, ’Now you won't come up, 
will you, Mr. Wallace, until I call you?’ 

He gave her a grudging 'All right' as she turned towards the 
kitchen door and without waiting to see whether he followed or 
not, hurried along the hall and up the stairs. 

As she quietly pushed open the bedroom door, it was in time to see 
the backs of the two men urgently bending over the bed. Her 
brother had not had time to take off his jacket, but Robert was in 
his shirt sleeves, the cuffs turned back and rolled high above the 
elbows. Hearing her footsteps, he turned his head and said, 'Come 
on, Rosabel, you're just in time. Have you got something to wrap 
the little lad in?' 

Rosabel hurried forward and took the squirming creature out of her 
brother's hands. She was amazed that everything had happened so 
quickly. When she left to go for help she could have sworn that it 
would be several hours before Mrs. Wallace had her baby. Rosabel 
set competently about seeing to him. 'Do you want me to help with 
Mrs. Wallace?' she asked as she turned towards the wooden cradle 
standing in a corner of the room. 

'Yes, we're almost done,' her brother said, and Rosabel went 
towards the bed to wash and tidy the rather tearful young mother 
who lay there. She was too busy for the next fifteen minutes to 
notice that the men had quietly gone downstairs, and when she 



finally turned towards the door, it was to see that Peter was 
bringing in the new father, his face bright with anticipation. 


'I haven't had time to give him a real bath,’ Rosabel began. 'I've 
been seeing to your wife.' 

As if she anticipated this remark would annoy her husband, young 
Mrs. Wallace burst into tears again and it took Rosabel another 
five minutes to calm her down. By this time Mr. Wallace had duly 
admired the baby and he now sat down and took one of her listless 
hands in his. 

'It's all right, Milly love. You've done very well. He's a bit small at 
the moment, but he'll grow, so Doctor says. We'll soon fatten him 
up.’ 

In his way he was doing his best to be kind and Milly looked 
apprehensively up into his face before she realized that he wasn't 
angry. 'I'm so glad it's a boy,’ she hiccoughed. ’That’s what you 
wanted, isn't it ?’ 

'Of course I did. Now Doctor says you ought to have a sleep, so off 
you go. Nurse is going to come again first thing in the morning. 
You'll be all right now, won't you?’ 

Milly nodded. For once it seemed she had pleased her elderly 
husband. When she had agreed to marry him she hadn't banked on 
being kept practically a prisoner in this out-of-the-way place. She 
was a ’townee' and used to a busy urban existence. 

When they finally got into the car Rosabel eased herself on to the 
back seat. 'I'm glad that's over,' she said as the car started forward 
out of the farmyard. 'I wasn't counting on dragging you out 
tonight, Peter. I'm sorry, but really it was a bolt from the blue.’ 



Her brother laughed, 'It must have been a bit of a facer. I hear you 
and Robert went out for dinner and came back to find this little lot 
awaiting you.’ 

Rosabel chuckled tiredly. 'At least it came to a satisfactory 
conclusion. When I examined her I thought she'd left it too late.' 

'Well, it wasn't a breech presentation as you thought,' her brother 
said. 'The poor little chap had turned into the umbilical cord.' 

'Bad as that, was it?’ said Rosabel. 'Well, I'm glad you were able to 
see to it and not me. I couldn't have managed alone.’ 

'I'm sure you couldn't,' her brother agreed. 'As it was it took the 
two of us.’ 

Tired though she was, Rosabel’s eyes opened wide. So her brother 
must have co-opted Robert's help. No doubt when Peter had 
explained he’d been able to help him deliver the baby. She felt too 
tired to work it all out now, and as the car sped homewards she 
closed her eyes in relief. 



CHAPTER SEVEN 


The next morning's post brought an invitation. The Murrays were 
giving a buffet supper and dance the following Saturday to 
celebrate Ian's engagement, and Rosabel, Peter and Isabel 
McCulloch were all invited. 

The girls were loud in their protestations that they, too, were not to 
be allowed to come, but as it didn't start until eight o'clock, Peter 
pointed out that it was too late even for Jennifer. 

'You'll have to wait until you're a bit older,' Peter said as he 
quietened his two daughters' exclamations of disappointment. 
'Content yourselves with having the prime role of bridesmaids. 
You'll be able to shine at the wedding and get all the compliments 
you desire.’ 

Both the girls chuckled. 'Well, we're certainly going to see that we 
get the nicest frocks. Gran and Penny are going to take us into 
Dumfries soon so that we can choose. If we can't find something 
really gorgeous Gran is going to make them for us.’ 

Mrs. McCulloch looked resignedly towards her two 
granddaughters. 'I suppose I shall have to if we can't find anything 
suitable, but I'd much prefer to buy something ready made,’ she 
said. 'I don't get time for a lot of sewing these days.’ 

'But you wouldn't mind, I know, for a special occasion like this,’ 
Katya said persuasively. 

'You're not to let them pester you, Isa,' ordered Peter. 'I'm quite 
sure if they can't get something in Dumfries one of the big shops in 
Glasgow would send you some dresses on approval.’ Their 
protestations that Gran liked to do things for them were soon 



stopped by their father ordering them to go and brush their teeth 
and get off to school. 

'Rather nice to have a night up at the Murrays',' he remarked as the 
girls went out of the door. 'They've made that old farmhouse 
absolutely beautiful. Have you seen it recently, Isa?' 

'Yes,' Isa McCulloch replied. 'I was up there having tea about a 
month ago. They've certainly spent a lot of money on it, but it's 
well worth it. They've had central heating put in and improved the 
old living-room no end. I always thought it rather dark before, but 
now they've put in those two extra windows, it makes an enormous 
difference.' 

On Saturday evening Rosabel inspected her wardrobe. Of all her 
dresses she liked the yellow silk the best. It was one that Isabel had 
helped her to make. The heavy silk clung lovingly to her figure 
and the golden-yellow certainly suited her. 

She slipped the frock over her head and surveyed herself in the 
mirror. Her hair looked just right tonight and she dabbed some 
perfume behind her ears before collecting a coat and going 
downstairs. 

To her surprise she found Robert waiting with her brother in the 
sitting-room and her astonishment must have shown because he 
said, 'Oh yes, I'm coming too. Didn't you know I'd been invited?' 

Rosabel had the grace to blush slightly. 'To be quite honest I never 
gave it a thought. But then of course you did meet Ian's father at 
Colonel Brewer's the other night, didn't you?' 

'That's it,' Robert nodded, 'and he was immediately taken with my 
scintillating personality and couldn't resist asking me to his son's 
engagement party.' 



Rosabel giggled. 'There's no need to be facetious,' she said. 'I'm 
delighted you're coming.' 

'Now you've made my day. Come on, I think I hear Isa in the hall 
and we don't want to be late. We might miss all the fun.' 

Peter's receptionist had come in to look after the girls, so there 
would be no reason to leave before the party was over. They 
arrived to find about fifty other guests assembled in the Murrays' 
big farmhouse. At the end of the room an attractive buffet had 
been laid out with fresh salmon patties, vol-au-vent of various 
sorts, hot sausage rolls, cold meats and enormous bowls of salad. 
Mr. Murray had hired a waiter for the occasion to see to the drinks, 
so as the trays went round Rosabel got more and more anxious as 
to how much Robert was drinking. 

As soon as they arrived she had got separated from him and now 
could only see the back of his head across the room. 

She found she couldn't concentrate on what the people around her 
were saying and excusing herself started to make her way across 
the room. An expression of anxiety must still have been on her 
face as she reached Robert, because he stood there, eyebrows lifted 
and a look of enquiry in his eyes. 

Rosabel couldn't help glancing down at the glass in his hand and 
wondering how many of these he had emptied. As if he guessed 
her thoughts he said, 'Come to check up on me, have you?' 

The blood flamed in her face, but the look of severity, which 
Rosabel realized had been put on for her benefit, vanished from 
Robert's face as quickly as it had come and he burst out laughing. 

They were standing alone, shut in by the groups of gossiping 
people. 'It's nice to know my girl likes to see that I'm all right and 



has my welfare at heart,' and he put an arm round her waist and 
squeezed Rosabel against him for a second. 

Rosabel's face flamed even brighter. ’Stop, shhh, don’t! she said 
quickly. ’Someone will see you,’ and she glanced round quickly to 
see if any of the near neighbours had seen what was going on, but 
was relieved to notice they all seemed to be preoccupied with their 
own conversations. 

'What if someone does see us?’ asked Robert. 'It doesn’t matter all 
that much. After all, I’m a very demonstrative fellow and you’ll 
have to get used to this sort of thing when we’re married.’ 

Rosabel gave a gasp, but before she could open her lips he went 
on, 'You must know by now that I’ve put the Indian sign on you. 
You’d be a complete fool if you didn’t. As soon as I knew there 
was nothing serious between you and that fellow up at the hotel I 
made my mind up. You were the girl for me.’ 

This was too much for Rosabel and her eyes sparkled with anger, 
but before a word could pass her indignant lips Robert said, 'Shh, 
someone will hear you,’ and gave her yet another squeeze. 

Despite his admonitions, Rosabel fully intended to give him a 
piece of her mind when she suddenly realized that her brother and 
Fiona McGill were making their way across the room. Fiona was 
looking especially nice tonight. She was wearing a turquoise dress 
in a tunic style with little silver buttons along the shoulders and a 
very beautiful silver filigree necklace round her throat. 

She was a quiet girl, apt to be self-effacing, and Rosabel was 
surprised to see how outstanding she looked tonight. 

’The Murrays have certainly done us proud,’ Peter remarked. 'Isn’t 
it a wonderful party? Have you tried the buffet yet, you two? 



They've brought in a huge dish of fried chicken and I just couldn't 
resist it. I've been making an absolute pig of myself, haven't I?' and 
he glanced down at Fiona for corroboration. 

She looked up and smiled into his eyes and Rosabel got a jolt of 
surprise. She didn't think she was an imaginative sort of person, 
but she was sure that a moment or two ago she had detected a great 
spark of affection in Fiona's glance as she had looked up at Peter. 

Poor Fiona, there wasn't much chance for her there. Peter had been 
besottedly in love with June and he'd never really got over her 
death. Still, it must be a lonely life for him despite having the 
company of his daughters as well as Isa and herself in the house. 
Perhaps in time he would turn to Fiona. She personally would be 
very happy to see Fiona installed in the house by the river at 
Bannford, but it would mean changes all round. 

The conversation had changed while her thoughts had been 
wandering. 'It's warm enough to dance outside, they think,' Peter 
said, ’so we’re going to have moonlight dancing on the lawn. I 
hope they've cut the grass nice and short. I'm not too hot on a 
ballroom floor. On uneven turf I'll be jumping all over everybody's 
feet.' 

Rosabel laughed. 'Never mind, I don't suppose we girls will be any 
cleverer on grass in high heels, se watch your shins, Peter!' 

After the dancing, champagne had been opened and everyone had 
drunk the health of Penny and Ian, looking impossibly happy 
standing hand in hand at one end of the long room. Then as the 
older members of the party started to collect their coats some of 
the younger ones had the bright idea of getting Gordon Murray's 
boat and going for a sail. 



Rosabel and Peter immediately excused themselves on the pretext 
of having to get up early the next morning, but after Rosabel had 
collected her coat and said 'Good-bye' to Mr. and Mrs. Murray she 
found Robert waiting for her. Isa and Peter had left and they were 
going on the sailing trip with the others after all, he informed her. 
As she was hustled into one of the waiting cars she whispered 
fiercely, ’You know I’ve got to get up early in the morning. I shall 
be like a limp rag.’ 

'Nonsense. You're a strong, healthy girl. A bit of moonlight will do 
you far more good. You don't get half enough fun, in my opinion. 
In London most girls of your age are out every night of the week 
dancing or going to theatres.’ 

His comments about the habits of girls in London set Rosabel off 
on a new train of thought and she relapsed into silence. He must 
live in London, then, if he knew so much about what wait on. She 
glanced at him as the car started and wished she knew more about 
his background. 

When they got on to the water Rosabel was glad she had brought a 
big coat with her. It was a good deal cooler than it had been in the 
sheltered garden at the Murrays'. But she needn't have worried 
about feeling cold, because when she settled herself on a seat 
facing the bows it was to find a strong arm firmly encircling her 
waist. 

She glanced down at the hand, wondering whether it would be 
policy to try and remove it or whether it would be less trouble to 
leave it where it was. To her relief on glancing round she saw 
everybody seemed to be more interested in their own concerns 
than in watching what she and Robert were doing. 



What a good thing the Johnstons hadn't come to the party. She 
supposed they must have been invited. Perhaps they had thought it 
better policy to refuse. It might have proved embarrassing to Kate 
if what Bill had told her were true. On the other hand they might 
just be very busy up at the hotel. It was a waste of time worrying 
about the Johnstons' reactions in any case. Much better, she 
thought, to relax and savour the enjoyment of sailing slowly 
through this wonderful summer night. 

The moon shone down on the river as they headed towards the 
harbour mouth. It was so still Rosabel was sure she could hear the 
lapping of the waves across the bay. Hardly anybody spoke. Like 
herself, they must have been enthralled with the enchantment of 
the night. She leaned back against a broad shoulder and felt 
Robert's arm tighten. 

He was having it all his own way tonight, she thought, but things 
would be different tomorrow. His cool reference to a marriage, for 
instance. It took two to make a bargain and she was far from sure 
that she wanted to make a bargain with the semi-stranger behind 
her. 

But when she went out of the house the next morning at a quarter 
to nine her heart melted slightly. He had run the Mini out of the 
garage ready for her to get in and drive straight out on her calls. 
Unlike herself, there had been no need for him to get up early. He 
certainly was a thoughtful man, unpredictable too. She'd full 
expected him to insist on kissing her good-night before they'd 
parted last night, but all he had done was press a light kiss on the 
back of her hand before walking away. 

But if she had been feeling mollified this morning he annoyed her 
again when she returned for lunch. He and Peter were sitting in 



deck chairs on the lawn, a glass of beer by their sides and looking 
thoroughly comfortable and at home with one another. 

They both waved and then continued with their conversation, 
virtually ignoring her, Rosabel turned her back on them and 
marched into the house. She was still feeling piqued by the time 
she had changed and gone downstairs to give Isa a hand with the 
lunch. She knew she was being unreasonable, but she couldn't 
control her feeling of letdown at Robert's apparently indifferent 
greeting. 

I wonder what I really expected him to do, she thought. He 
couldn't jump up and embrace me in front of Peter. On the other 
hand he didn't need to wave quite so half-heartedly, as if last night 
didn't even happen. 

When lunch had been eaten and cleared away she told Isa that she 
was going for a walk. 'I shall probably go in the direction of the 
Golf Hotel. I haven't seen the Johnstons for ages,' she said 
offhandedly.' 

Isa turned as if to make a comment and then changed her mind. 
'Just as you like, my dear,' she said. 'Will you be back for tea?' 

Rosabel hesitated for a minute in the doorway. Isa's unspoken 
words hung in the air. I suppose I'm being supremely foolish, she 
told herself as she went to change her shoes. But in any case I'm 
going for a walk whether I go up to the hotel or not, and she set out 
resolutely refusing Jennie's and Katya's offer to come with her. 

She was only half-way down the road, however, when she met Bill 
coming in the opposite direction. His eyes searched her face. 'How 
are you? I haven't been down to the house because I thought I 
wouldn't get a very warm welcome.' 



Rosabel laughed rather shakily. Bill's eyes looked like a spaniel's 
that had been beaten and didn't quite know why. Kate was right. 
His face did look thinner than it had a fortnight ago. Rosabel's 
warm impulsive heart softened. He was waiting for her to make 
the next move and she gave his arm a squeeze. 

'Don't be silly, Bill. I don't know why you should feel you'd be 
unwelcome just because...’ She stopped. 

'Just because you decided that after all I wasn't the love of your life 
?' Bill finished. 

Rosabel flushed. It wasn't a very pretty way of putting it and she 
felt angry with him, but he was going on. 

'You're seeing quite a lot of somebody else now, so I'm told.’ 

Rosabel ground her teeth with rage. Not that she hadn't expected 
the local gossips to have carried the news of her occasional outings 
with Robert back to the Golf Hotel. It might even have been Kate 
herself. Perhaps she'd been a little taken in by Kate's seemingly 
happy-go-lucky character. She hadn't been happy or carefree the 
last time they had met and had discussed Penny and Ian's 
engagement. In fact Kate had seemed quite sour about it. Being 
heartbroken was one thing, being a sore loser was another, Rosabel 
thought. Despite her anger she hadn't forgotten her intention of 
trying to cheer Bill up, to take the beaten look out of his eyes. 

'I've come out for some fresh air. Why don't we go up to the top 
and over the hill into Rockspit? It'll only take us about an hour if 
we step out,’ and she turned without waiting for his reply and led 
the way. 


She knew that if anybody looked up from the doctor's garden they 
would be easily identifiable against the skyline as they passed the 



back of the house. Was she small-minded to hope that the lazy 
man whom she had left still lying in a deck-chair would raise his 
eyes and notice as they passed by? That would teach him to make 
casual and pretentious proposals of marriage! 

But when she got home Rosabel realized that her intention to teach 
Robert a lesson had proved more a punishment for herself than to 
him. She had no way of knowing whether he had been in the 
garden when she passed or not, and Bill had proved such a dull 
companion that she had longed to be back at home doing 
something useful. It was one thing having a tramp on one's own, 
thinking one's own thoughts. It was quite another to go along with 
a man who alternatively sulked and berated one. To start with 
Rosabel had answered his reproaches, but as they still continued 
she had lapsed into silence and this had seemed to annoy Bill more 
than her defence of herself. 

There wasn't a pin to choose between him and Kate, Rosabel 
decided as she marched up to her room to have a wash and brush 
her hair before tea, and when she went down into the sitting-room 
Isa gave one quick glance at her face. 

As Rosabel sat down she just inquired mildly, ’Did you meet 
anybody while you were out, Rosabel?’ 

Rosabel was a minute or two before she replied and then she 
looked up and met Isa’s glance. She couldn't help a reluctant 
twinkle coming into her own. 

'Yes, I ran into Bill Johnston,' she said, ’and he came for a walk 
with me.' 

Isabel didn't say anything but looked down at the knitting in her 
hands. 'It’s none of my business,’ she said, 'but I always think a 



clean break's the best thing, Rosabel. Now I'll say no more about 
it.' 


Rosabel chuckled. 'Oh, sensible Isa,’ she said. 'What would we do 
without you? Thanks for not wanting to hold a post-mortem. Shall 
I get the tea?’ 

'There's just the tea to be brewed. Everything else is ready on the 
trolley. The girls are upstairs finishing prep which should have 
been done yesterday, and Peter's been called out. Perhaps you'd go 
over and see if Robert would like to join us. I think he’s been 
having an afternoon snooze.’ 

'What, at this time?’ said Rosabel, glancing at her watch. 

'Well, after you went out he gardened until after four, so I should 
think he was ready for a rest,’ Isabel said. 'He’s been hard at it most 
of the day. He did the lawn this morning too.' 

'Most industrious of him,' Rosabel commented rather scathingly as 
she got up and went towards the door. 

If Isabel glanced at her retreating back in an amused way she didn't 
notice and stalked off to the kitchen to put the kettle on. 

She was spared the chore of going over to see if Robert would like 
to join them for tea. Isabel had been unduly sanguine when she had 
thought that both the girls were doing prep. Katya must have 
slipped out, because as Rosabel glanced through the kitchen 
window she was in time to see the door of the flat open and Katya 
emerge pulling a protesting Robert behind her. 

The window was open and she could clearly hear her niece's voice. 
'Come on! Tea will be ready by now and I'm absolutely bursting 



for some of Gran's meringues. She made them specially this 
morning and they're absolutely oozing cream!' 

He followed her down the stairs looking as if he had just woken up 
from a deep sleep, his hair was rumpled and he was blinking in the 
sunlight. 'I'll have to visit your cloakroom,' he said. 'I daren't 
present myself looking like this.’ 

Rosabel gave a snort of derision as she switched off the electric 
kettle and poured the boiling water over the tea-leaves. He wasn't 
usually so particular about his appearance, she thought, and then 
pulled herself up short. She had to admit that on occasion he could 
be very fastidious. Last night he had looked as neat and tidy as any 
of the other men present at the party - and yes, his hair had been 
cut! Perhaps her disapproval hadn't fallen on such deaf ears after 
all, she thought, as she put the tea-pot and hot water jug on the 
trolley and began to wheel it towards the kitchen door. 

If she went into the sitting-room in anticipation of another brisk 
passage of arms with Robert Carr she was doomed to 
disappointment. He greeted her as casually as ever, and sitting 
himself down in an easy chair, permitted the two girls to wait on 
him. Peter strolled in just as they started tea and the two men 
began an earnest conversation about an article which had appeared 
that morning in the paper. Rosabel, as she handed round 
sandwiches, bread and butter and cakes felt left out of it. Men, she 
thought, could make you feel most isolated, as if you lived in 
another sphere and talked on a different wavelength. If they liked 
each other and had things in common, as her brother Peter and this 
man obviously had, you just couldn't get a word in edgeways once 
they had started a conversation. 

When he had finished tea, Robert excused himself and departed. 
Rosabel felt let down. After an uncomfortable afternoon in Bill's 



company she had to admit to herself that she had returned home 
subconsciously looking forward to a verbal skirmish with Robert, 
only to find herself ignored. She sat and watched television until 
bedtime, feeling disgruntled with herself and life in general, but it 
wasn't until next morning when she called on Mr. Brown to give 
him his bed bath that she realized where Robert had spent the 
previous evening. 

The old man was sitting chuckling with glee and rubbing his 
hands. 

'What’s pleased you so much this morning?’ Rosabel asked as she 
shed her hat and coat. 

'Just you go and look through the window, Nurse, and you'll see. 
Not that I approve of working on the Sabbath, mind, I don't. But 
that Mr. Carr of yours came round last night and went over my 
garden again. Looks a treat, it does.* 

Rosabel strolled over to the window as she rolled up her sleeves. It 
certainly did look beautiful. Robert must have put in several hours' 
hard work again last night and the general improvement outside 
was working wonders with her patient. Mr. Brown looked better 
already. At the first opportunity Rosabel knew she was going to 
have to eat a large piece of humble pie. Wiser than herself, Robert 
realized that the treatment once begun would have to continue 
until the old man was out and about again. 

The next morning brought a reply from Joan Rivers. She told 
Rosabel her name was down for the next course and that she 
would have to come to London to be interviewed. 'I've put my 
name down too,' she enthused in her letter. 'I'm thrilled that you 
think you would like to try it. If we could get on the same course it 
would be absolutely wonderful. It's years since we saw very much 



of each other, and it would give us an opportunity to go around 
together. There are bags of parties here and every so often we can 
get free tickets for one of the shows. I think you'd love London. I 
certainly do.’ 

During her lunchtime, Rosabel had five spare minutes, so as it was 
another lovely day she wandered out into the garden and sat on the 
big garden swing to re-read the letter. She still hadn't really made 
up her mind that giving up district nursing and going to London 
was the right thing. But on the other hand it would solve a lot of 
the difficulties which were crowding in on her more and more. 

Lost in thought, she became suddenly aware that Robert was 
walking across the lawn towards her. He flung himself down on 
the grass beside the garden swing. 'You look as beautiful as a 
spring day,’ he commented. 

Rosabel felt the colour creeping up her face. She looked down at 
him and laughed. He really was an amazingly difficult man to 
quarrel with. 

'I suppose the only answer to that is "Thank you, kind sir"!’ 

'Well, it’s as good as any,’ he said as he scraped out his pipe with 
an old penknife and knocked the ash on to the grass beside him. 
He closed the knife and put it away in his pocket. 'I don't know 
whether it’s an effort to prove your independence,’ he said, 'or 
whether you feel genuinely sorry for the chap, but you're wasting 
your sympathy, you know.' 

Rosabel's faint flush deepened into a real blush, this time more of 
anger than embarrassment. So her jaunt with Bill had not gone 
unnoticed! She glanced down at Robert's face. He was looking 
blandly innocent, but she guessed it covered a deliberate attempt to 



take a rise out of her. Yes, the faint mockery deep in his eyes was 
plain to see. 

She didn't take her glance away from his as she began slowly, 7 
could say that it was none of your business.’ 

'Ah, but you'd be quite wrong, as I told you the other evening at 
the Murrays'. From now on it is my business.' 

'You're surely not expecting me to take all that nonsense you were 
talking the other evening seriously? To start with I don't know 
anything about you. I don't even know what you do.' 

He rubbed the back of his head. 'At the moment, nothing. I'm 
living in a sort of vacuum.' 

'There you are, you see,' she said, 'you don't really intend to tell me 
anything sensible.' 

He looked at her and burst out laughing. 'It's no good asking 
questions and then answering them yourself. I've done all sorts of 
things.' 

'I'm sure you have,' Rosabel snapped. 'I can just imagine! 
Advertising. Public relations. Import and Export,' she said, scorn in 
her tone. 

For a moment she saw surprise in his eyes and then he laughed 
again. 'My goodness, I never really knew a girl like you for 
jumping to conclusions! But why all the scorn poured on Public 
Relations and Advertising? Products and people have to be 
advertised, otherwise you'd never sell either, and as for Importing 
and Exporting, well, it's got to be done, otherwise the country's 
economy would go absolutely to pot. You obviously regard the 
people who do this as being quite beyond the pale.' 



'No, no, I don’t,' Rosabel said hastily. 'I don't know enough about 
any of those businesses to really arbitrate or give an opinion, it's 
just that -It's just that advertising people portrayed in T.V. 
programmes seem rather brash.' 

He was looking quite stem and Rosabel received a shock as she 
looked down and saw the glimmer of anger in the grey eyes 
looking up at her. 'Never condemn a profession or a trade of any 
sort unless you really know what goes on.' 

'I know,' she said, suddenly docile. 'I'm like a little girl who uses 
big words and doesn't really know what they mean.' 

He burst out laughing suddenly. 'So many people condemn out of 
ignorance, you know. But we're straying from the point.' 

'That reminds me,' Rosabel said swiftly. 'I must thank you for 
going again and working in Mr. Brown's garden. He was cock-a- 
hoop this morning when I went in to see him. The garden looks 
absolutely beautiful, Rob. It is good of you.' 

Robert's eyebrows slowly went up. 'Well, you didn't think we 
could just leave things as they are with the old man lying up there 
fretting himself to flinders over the weeds, did you?' he said. 'If 
we've got to put your love cure really into operation we have to see 
it out to the bitter end. But I suppose, young lady, you didn't think 
about that when you asked me to come that first time ?' 

Rosabel looked down at her hands. 'I must admit it was very 
thoughtless of me, but I didn't. Of course, if I'd stopped to think.' 

'Ah,' Robert said, 'if we stopped to think. My goodness! I wonder 
how many mistakes, big and little, have been followed by 
somebody saying that. But never mind, my dear child,' and he 
patted her benignly on the knee, 'all is forgiven. Your ever loving 



Robert will continue to go up there and do the odd hour or two 
until the patient is on his feet again, so don't worry.’ 

Rosabel laughed. Tm very sorry I involved you without thinking 
about it properly,’ she apologized again. 

Robert got to his feet and sat down beside her on the hammock. 
His sudden drop to the broad seat made the hammock swing 
wildly, and she reached out half blindly for support. 

Immediately he turned sideways and drew her into his arms. She 
glanced hurriedly towards the house, but the windows winked 
back blindly at her and she remembered that apart from the 
receptionist busy at the front of the house, it would be empty. Peter 
would have gone on his calls and Isa, she knew, was arranging a 
garden fete and wouldn’t be back until tea-time. 

She looked back at the man beside her to find him studying her 
face quite seriously, feature by feature. 'You’re very, very pleasing 
to look at.’ 

'Well, thanks,’ she said, ’for those few kind words.’ 

'Lots of beautiful women aren’t a bit pleasing to look at, at least, 
not to me. They have such cold expressions, as if they're afraid that 
smiling will make them seem too human.' 

Rosabel tried to push him away. ’You and your theories about this 
and that! You're full of odd cliches.' 

’Am I?’ he sounded surprised. ’I hope I don’t keep trotting them out 
one after the other. People who do are such unutterable bores.' 

He turned her face towards him and gently stroked the cheekbone. 
Rosabel wondered whether he was going to kiss her and half 



hoped that he would. Here in the secluded garden no one would 
see them, and she had wondered several times what it would be 
like to feel his lips on hers. 

But he obviously had no such intention. He still studied her face 
and then he suddenly rubbed his thumb gently across her upper lip. 
'Yes, they curl up nicely at the corners,’ he said. 

This was too much for Rosabel's sense of humour and she let out a 
shout of laughter. 

'You must do that often after we’re married. It's the finest medicine 
in the world,' Robert remarked. 

Rosabel drew back so that his hands slipped away. 'You’re really 
taking far too much for granted,' she protested. 

'No, I'm not. And if you're worrying about that chap up at the 
hotel, don't. I think that's most of the trouble. If he were 
completely out of your mind, you'd be able to turn your full 
attention to me. If I know anything about human nature, all he 
wants is to settle down and get married - any nice, respectable, 
well brought up, amenable girl would do. No reflection, mind, on 
you, Rosabel. It’s just that he thinks he's reached the settling down 
age.’ 

Rosabel flushed again with annoyance. It was probably true, she 
realized. Bill had got to the settling down age and if she hadn't 
been available his attention might have alighted on somebody else 
in the district. But she had been available, she had lived nearby 
and she'd been friendly with his younger sister. It was rather 
squashing to her self-confidence to be told, though. So much nicer 
to believe that someone had fallen desperately in love with you for 
yourself alone and that nobody else would do. 



She looked at Robert and wondered if she should put this point of 
view to him, but meeting his eye, she thought this a waste of time. 
With his uncanny perspicacity he had probably read her recent 
thoughts and worked this out for himself. Had he too got to the 
settling down stage? She was even more on his doorstep than she 
was on Bill Johnston's. 

She suddenly saw he was shaking his head. 'I can see what’s going 
through your mind, young lady, and you're quite wrong. I haven't 
got to the age when I think I ought to settle down. In fact, my 
meeting you has been damned inconvenient. I didn't want to fall in 
love at this particular time, and it's very worrying, I can tell you.’ 

Rosabel's forehead crinkled in a frown. It was a rather peculiar 
statement to make and she sat waiting for him to go on and explain 
further. But he didn't do so. In fact he almost seemed to have 
forgotten she was there, because he was gazing down at the ground 
between his feet and frowning. She hadn't his facile ability for 
reading other people's thoughts and she wondered what dismal 
conjectures could be going through his mind to make him look so 
miserably stern. 

Suddenly she glanced at her watch. 'Good heavens! Look at the 
time! I ought to have been on my way ten minutes ago. All my 
patients will be grumbling. If I'm late with the first one I shall be 
late all afternoon.’ 

Robert got up, the harsh expression disappearing. He pulled her to 
her feet and stood with her hands in his. 'Knowing you, I'm sure 
you'll get through very competently,' he said. 'I'll turn the car for 
you, if you like.’ 



'No, it's all right. Don't do that,' she said. 'I've only to get my bag, 
powder my nose and I shall be ready. It won't take me a minute to 
drive round the yard and out again.' 

He laughed. 'Afraid I shall drive it into the wall?' he called after 
her as she ran towards the house. 

As she left it came to her that she still didn't know any more about 
Rob Carr. Either because of her own interruptions or by clever 
manipulation she still hadn't discovered what his business interests 
were. And why should it be inconvenient at this moment for him to 
have fallen in love? It seemed a unique way of describing the 
situation, particularly if he hoped to persuade her to spend the rest 
of her life with him. 

It was usually when pressure was being put on a man to propose 
that he said it was inconvenient. Not when the girl was running as 
hard as she could in the opposite direction. Or was she? If she was 
honest with herself hadn't she been giving Robert a great deal of 
encouragement? She suddenly realized that she hadn't any wish to 
discourage him. He intrigued her both mentally and physically. 
Even his generally untidy appearance was not unendurable. In fact 
she felt that she liked him as well dressed in a sweater and 
corduroys as in a suit, shirt and tie. 

She wondered if Robert had conveyed his intentions to her brother. 
If so, Peter had said nothing about them. He rarely mentioned 
Robert and when he did, seemed faintly amused about something, 
although what it was Rosabel couldn't imagine. 

The following morning brought a bombshell in the shape of a letter 
from their Aunt Muriel. She often came and spent a fortnight or so 
with them during the summer months, during which time she did 
her best, as she described it, to tidy up the household. How Isabel 



McCulloch put up with her interference Rosabel didn't know. She 
rarely commented, but just put everything back to where it had 
been before Aunt Muriel's arrival. 

This year, as Peter opened the letter addressed in their aunt's 
spidery writing he gave a groan. 'You'll never guess,’ he said, 'Aunt 
Muriel's coming in ten days’ time and what’s more she's bringing 
Cousin Hubert and his wife with her. What have we done to 
deserve them?’ 

There was a general groan round the table, loudest from Katya. ’Oh 
no,’ she exclaimed, 'not Cousin Hubert!’ 

Her father looked up. ’It's two years since he was here. Can you 
remember that far back ?’ 

’Remember?’ Katya burst out, ’when the whole time I couldn't do 
one thing right! Jennie was the blue-eyed girl, but it was "Don't do 
this, Katya" and "Stop doing that, Katya" and "It’s bad manners to 
do such and such a tiling!" I was fed up!' 

Peter Fairbaim laughed, ’Perhaps it will be the other way round 
this time. She’s given to favourites, Aunt Muriel. She can't help it. 
Come on, girls. Off you go or you'll be late for school.’ 

'I'm sorry about this,’ he said to Isabel as his two daughters dashed 
out of the room still arguing about Aunt Muriel's arrival. 'I'm afraid 
it’s going to make a lot of work. Still, with a bit of luck they'll not 
stay longer than ten days, although she does say here,’ he glanced 
down at the letter again, 'that they'd like to stay for a fortnight at 
least!' 


Isa got up and started to stack the dirty breakfast dishes. 'I daresay 
we shall all survive it. If you just agree with her all the time it 



rather takes the wind out of her sails,' and picking up the tray she 
walked out of the room. 

When she had gone, Peter folded the letter slowly and put it back 
in its envelope. 'It means I'll have to tell Rob to find other quarters, 
but I daresay they'll put him up at the Fisherman's Arms. He seems 
to have made himself well-liked along there.’ 

'Oh, no, not the Fisherman's Arms!' Rosabel exclaimed before she 
could stop herself. 

Her brother raised his brows. 'Why ever not?’ he began, and then a 
gleam of amusement appeared deep within his eyes. 'Were you 
thinking perhaps you could find him some other digs in the 
village? But you know they'll be getting pretty busy.’ 

'I'll find him somewhere,’ Rosabel said hastily. 'Don't do anything 
for a moment, Peter.’ 

Peter got to his feet, the smile now having reached his lips. He 
picked up all his correspondence and walked over to the door. ’If 
you'd like some brotherly advice,' he said, 'you'll ask Rob where 
he’d like to stay before you fix things up. I get the impression he 
doesn't like to be organized.' 

As Rosabel got rid of the debris from breakfast she thought over 
what Peter had said. Robert would certainly not like to be 
organized, and in any case she really had no right whatsoever to go 
and look for somewhere for him to stay. Better to tell him first that 
he would have to vacate the room over the garage for a short time. 
But there was no reason why she shouldn't find out if there was 
anywhere in the village where he could have bed and breakfast. If 
she had somewhere up her sleeve ready to produce he would 
perhaps be persuaded not to go and stay at the Fisherman's Arms 
where temptation would be always under his nose. She would pop 



along at lunchtime and call at one or two of the cottages along the 
road here where summer visitors were accommodated. 

It was a blustery day, unlike the mild weather they had been 
enjoying recently, and when Rosabel went out to get the car she 
noticed there was quite a nip in the wind. By the end of the day she 
was feeling thoroughly tired. In some of the hillier parts the wind 
had been distinctly vicious and twice she had to chase after her 
cap. 

She was holding it in her hand that evening as she called at the 
first cottage down the road from the doctor's house. To her relief 
she discovered at this, her first call, that they could put Robert up 
for the duration of her aunt's visit. 

' 'Tis only a wee room, Nurse, you understand, but I'm sure it 
would do for Mr. Carr. He's a very obliging gentleman.' 

Rosabel's eyes opened wide. In the short time he had been in 
Bannford Robert had certainly made his mark. As she walked the 
short distance home she reflected that she had never heard Bill 
described in such intimate terms. He was referred to usually as 
'Yon Mr. Johnston up at the hotel.' 

She was wondering how she was going to broach the subject to 
Robert when he came clattering down the steps into the yard. 'Ah, 
there you are,' he said. 'I wondered when you'd be home. Are you 
coming for a walk after supper?' 

Rosabel nodded, relieved to have her problem so neatly solved. 
There'd be plenty of opportunity this evening to bring up the 
subject of where he was to stay when he had to vacate the flat. 

But when she joined him an hour later, clad in slacks and a thick 
chunky sweater, she found him in a distinctly intractable frame of 



mind. He was at his most teasing, and Rosabel, looking at him, 
wondered what had precipitated this mood. It was going to make it 
very difficult when the time came to suggest an alternative 
sleeping place for him. She was well aware that he knew she did 
everything in her power to curtail his drinking and she also knew 
that for some reason it amused him. 

Perhaps other girls had tried to reform him and failed, or maybe a 
crusade on his behalf amused and flattered his male ego. 

By the time they had arrived at Rockspit Rosabel had persuaded 
him to go down on to the beach instead of into the little inn where 
they usually ended up for a drink before setting out to walk home. 
He set up a cairn and then collecting a pile of smaller stones to use 
as a missiles, he came and sat down beside her. 

'It strikes me that you've got something on your mind. What is it?' 

Rosabel looked at him in surprise. She never failed to be 
astonished that he saw so much, and here he was taking the wind 
out of her sails once again. 

She watched as he knocked the top stone off the cairn with 
unerring aim before she answered. 'Has Peter told you that we're 
having visitors the week after next?' 

'Yes, as a matter of fact he did mention it earlier this evening.' 

'Then you know that we shall have to....' 

'Yes, I know that I shall have to give up my occupancy of the flat. 
Well, I can always move into the Fisherman's Arms,' and he 
slanted a glance down at her. 



Rosabel flushed. 'I wanted to speak to you about that. There is a 
room for you at one of the cottages, if you like.' 

At this Robert laughed outright. He turned and hugged her briefly 
before straightening up again and continuing his assault on the 
large pile of stones. ’If it will make you rest any easier I'll stay 
wherever you like, but I have to go back to London fairly soon, so 
perhaps this will be as good a time as any since you need the flat.’ 

Rosabel was silent, gazing out to sea. She had got used to his 
presence and the sudden suggestion that he was leaving struck her 
dumb. It had never occurred to her that he might choose this 
opportunity to return to wherever he had come from, though it was 
quite obvious that he must have a family somewhere and a 
business or profession awaiting him. He didn't give the impression 
of being a truly indolent man, though for some reason he was not 
prepared to tell her why he had taken this protracted holiday. 

Maybe he had been warned for health's sake that he must take a 
break. Whatever the reason he was looking considerably healthier 
than when he had first turned up in Bannford. 

The Sunday before Aunt Muriel was due to descend on them Peter 
arranged a small dinner party. He and Fiona McGill, Penny and 
her fiance and Rosabel and Robert all went over and had dinner at 
a hotel on the other side of Castle Douglas, and on the return home 
they called to have a liqueur at a small inn noted for this particular 
beverage. 

To their surprise they found Kate and Bill Johnston sitting rather 
glumly in the bar having a glass of shandy each. 

Peter strolled over to them. ’Hallo, you two. What are you doing 
here? It's not often we see you out during the season.' 



Bill looked up as the others joined them and rose to his feet. As 
they sat down he said, 'Well, it’s a fairly quiet evening and Jean 
said she could cope on her own, so Kate and I came out for a 
breather and we dropped in here for a noggin before going back. 
We've been pretty busy recently and we were glad when the 
numbers dropped this week.' 

Rosabel found herself studying the brother and sister rather more 
closely than usual. If she wasn't mistaken Bill seemed ill at ease, 
and Kate's manner towards her did not hold the warmth which 
once it had. Rosabel noticed that she had managed to take the seat 
next to Robert and as drinks were brought for all of them it became 
obvious to her that Kate was making every effort to attract his 
attention. She was gazing up into Robert's face and carrying on a 
very animated conversation, once or twice laying her fingers on his 
arm as she emphasized a point. 

Rosabel wondered if the others noticed what was going on. 
Perhaps she was being unnecessarily jealous, but it did seem as if 
Kate, perhaps out of mistaken loyalty for her brother, was doing 
her best to make her mark with Robert. He was gazing down with 
an expression on his face which Rosabel found very difficult to 
define, then suddenly turned his head to surprise an expression in 
her own eyes Rosabel had not meant to reveal. 

As he continued to gaze she found herself quite unable to turn 
away. With his usual acuteness Rosabel knew he was reading in 
her eyes 'I love you, please don't look at any other girl' and he was 
answering, she discovered, his grey eyes for once perfectly 
serious, ’Don't worry, I don't intend to', and then she realized that 
both Bill and Kate had caught the long exchange of looks. 

Rosabel blushed deeply. She didn't like such a precious moment 
being observed by anyone, and certainly not by the Johnstons of 



all people. She scarcely knew how she got through the next half 
hour, though she was supremely conscious of Robert sitting on the 
other side of the small bar table. Good manners, however, kept her 
seated, answering when spoken to, mouthing platitudes, but 
wishing she and Robert were a dozen miles away and free from 
even the congenial company of the two McGill sisters and her 
brother. 

When Peter finally got up and said that it was time they were 
going Rosabel heaved a small inward sigh of relief. Walking to the 
car, she was immediately restored to her usual good humour and 
'all's well with the world' feeling by Robert's hand closing over her 
own. He didn't let go until they were seated in the back of Peter's 
car and then it was only to take it again in an even closer clasp 
between his own two warm palms. 

When they reached home he came into the house with them, 
though he made no attempt to get her alone. Indeed he seemed to 
want her to say 'good night’ and go up to bed, and when Peter said 
to him, 'Do you want a few words with me, Rob?' he nodded. 

Rosabel wondered for a moment if Robert were old-fashioned 
enough to be going to ask Peter for permission to marry her, but it 
was so out of date these days and somehow out of character. He 
was the sort of man who would certainly take it for granted that if 
a girl said 'yes' to him, then her family must be agreeable. 
Somehow he didn't fit in to a picture of a Victorian suitor asking 
for permission to pay his addresses. 

Certainly the conversation which she could hear taking place in the 
study below was far longer than would have been necessary had 
Robert been asking Peter if he had any objection to their marriage. 
Long after she had undressed, washed and gone back to her 
bedroom again and climbed into bed, she could hear the murmur 



of voices coming up from the room below, and though she lay for 
a long time waiting for the square of light which shone out on to 
the garden to disappear, it was almost one o'clock when she heard 
her brother lock up and come to bed. 

It was really no surprise, therefore, when Robert told her the 
following afternoon that he was going to London instead of taking 
up his residence at the small cottage down the road. 'I think I told 
you I'd got business in London,’ he said, 'and I've decided this is as 
good a time as any to go up there and get it over with.’ 

She wished she could have asked Robert exactly what his business 
was. But he obviously wasn't going to say, and she was too shy to 
ask him outright. 

The following morning another letter arrived on Rosabel's 
breakfast plate from her friend Joan. ’I've put your name down for 
interview,’ Joan wrote, 'but I'm wondering if you could combine it 
with a few days’ holiday. I don't know how you're fixed for a 
summer holiday this year, but as you know my father is stationed 
in Gibraltar and I shall be going out there in July for two weeks. 
Mother says there's stacks of room in the quarters, so if you’d like 
to stay you'd be more than welcome. I've made the date for your 
interview to coincide with the beginning of my holiday in case you 
can manage it.’ 

Rosabel was thoughtful as she put the letter back into the 
envelope. She had tentatively put her name down for September, 
but felt sure her supervisor would be willing to let her alter the 
dates if she let her know immediately. It was worth a try, anyway. 
For all Robert's talk about intending to marry her, and for all her 
feelings towards him, his unwillingness to tell her any of his 
private business made it seem to her as if it might be better to go 
ahead and make plans of her own. Though it would almost tear her 



heart out to think of anything which didn't include him, the 
chances were that after his visit to London he would not return to 
Bannford. 

In fact, he had never said that he would. He had only announced 
that when Aunt Muriel arrived he would be leaving. She wondered 
if she should ask her brother's opinion. It seemed likely that the 
discussion the night before had touched on this subject. But he and 
Robert were being so secretive it was almost as if there were 
something shameful in the explanation. Trust men to stick together 
and not reveal what it was! 



CHAPTER EIGHT 


The night before Aunt Muriel was due to arrive and Robert to 
depart from Bannford, he and Rosabel went out to have dinner 
together. 

Rosabel had found time to ask her supervisor about holiday dates 
and had got the go-ahead. She intended to tell Robert of her plans, 
but it wasn't until they were sitting in the lounge of the small inn 
after they had dined that she found the courage to break the news 
to him. 

As she poured coffee she said, 'Oh, incidentally, Rob, when you 
get back from London I may have gone off on holiday.’ 

'Why, what do you mean? I thought you planned to go in 
September. Wasn't that the idea?’ 

’It was, but I've changed my mind. Remember Joan Rivers -I told 
you I did my training with her, she's now in one of the big London 
hospitals. She wants me to go to Gibraltar and stay with her family 
for a fortnight. Peter's going to spend August taking a refresher 
course and the girls are going to Ireland to stay with friends, so it 
means I'm rather at a loose end this year. Now this has come up it 
seems too good an opportunity to miss, especially as I have to go 
to London for an interview in July.' 

'What sort of an interview?’ 

'I'm thinking of giving up district nursing and going in for 
intensive care.' 

’No good at all, my dear girl. You are quite temperamentally 
unsuited to it.’ 



Rosabel looked up. Though not exactly in her brother's words, they 
were certainly the same in their meaning. What made these two 
men immediately veto her plans to do this sort of training? To hear 
them talk anyone would think that she died a little death every 
time she lost a patient. Nurses were trained from the first to keep 
emotion apart from their work, and she thought she was fairly 
successful at doing this, but her brother who knew her intimately 
and this man who seemed to sense her every mood both considered 
her to be quite unfit for it. 

But if she thought Robert was going to argue she was quite 
mistaken, because he went off on another tack. 

'What date do you intend going to Gibraltar? Are you staying in a 
hotel?’ 

’No,’ said Rosabel. 'Joan's father is in the Army so I shall be 
staying with the family. We should have a grand time.’ 

Robert looked at her sideways and his eyes twinkled. 'Oh, I'm sure 
you will. All those lovely subalterns!’ 

Rosabel burst out laughing. 'You know that wasn't the reason I 
accepted. I was thinking of all that sunshine and sea bathing, as a 
matter of fact. Although we get plenty of bathing here the water's 
beastly cold. Think of that lovely warm blue sea. Mm, it'll be 
gorgeous!’ 

Robert grinned. 'You sound like one of the advertisements on 
commercial television,* he said. 'All you need now is the packet of 
chocolates which won't fatten you or the detergent which will 
make all your holiday clothes whiter than white, then you're all 
set.' 



'At least the pay would be better,’ she said after a moment. 'We're 
not overpaid in the medical profession.' 

’No, and you want to make your work twice as difficult and twice 
as gruelling by going on an intensive care unit. I wish I had the 
right to absolutely forbid you to do so.’ 

His expression as he finished speaking was harsh and Rosabel 
gazed at him as if she was suddenly meeting a stranger. Almost as 
if he sensed her bewilderment Robert's face relaxed into its usual 
whimsical smile. 'I'm sorry, my dear girl - talking through the top 
of my hat again, you'll be thinking. Forgive me.' And without 
waiting for her to make another comment or ask him what he had 
meant when he said he would like to forbid her to go into any new 
training he started to tell her a ridiculous story which Rosabel, her 
mind on other things, scarcely heard. 

After a few minutes he said accusingly, 'You're not listening, dear 
girl.’ 

Rosabel glanced up at him through her lashes. 'As a matter of fact I 
wasn't sorry,' she said. In her turn she wasn't prepared to go into 
any explanations of where her thoughts had been wandering. 
Instead she asked if she might have more coffee and he hailed a 
passing waiter. 

When it arrived Rosabel poured Robert another cup and then one 
for herself before looking across at him. ’How are you getting back 
to London? Would you like me to run you to the local station?’ 

'Now that's a good idea,’ he said. 'I'm hoping to set off in the 
morning and then I ought to be in London by early evening, but 
won't it interfere with your schedule?’ 



'I do have a busy morning planned,' she answered, 'but if you tell 
me the time of your train I'm sure I could fit it in. I wouldn't like 
you to have to carry that huge rucksack.’ 

Robert grinned. 'I don't intend to take it with me. I'm leaving it as a 
guarantee that I'll be back shortly,' and he glanced up as if waiting 
for her to contradict his statement. 

Rosabel smiled inwardly. At least he did intend to come back. He 
wasn't going away to London intending to write later on some slim 
pretext and tell her he wouldn't be coming back. Robert Carr made 
all sorts of peculiar statements, but he was never untruthful. But 
was he sincere in his feelings for her? She'd give a year's pay to 
know the answer to that question. 

Though Rosabel felt a hollow emptiness when she knew Robert's 
train had departed, by evening time she was heartily glad he was 
out of the way. Aunt Muriel had written to say they would be 
arriving in time for supper, and Isabel had taken this to mean 
around seven o'clock, which was the time the family usually had 
their evening meal. But seven came and even eight o'clock with no 
sign of Aunt Muriel, Hubert or Ann, so that Mrs. McCulloch had 
finally given the girls their supper and packed them off upstairs to 
get ready for bed and finish off any remaining homework which 
still hadn't been done. 

Downstairs she had hastily sliced up the rest of the chicken, put it 
in a good rich gravy with the sausages and small forcemeat balls 
and had placed the big casserole in the even to keep warm. The 
roast potatoes, by this time overdone and virtually uneatable, were 
disposed of and Isa began preparing fresh vegetables. 


The car finally arrived just after nine, and Aunt Muriel expressed 
surprise that her letter had been misconstrued. 



'Naturally I just meant supper before going to bed,' she said. 'I 
never thought about coming here for our evening meal. We wanted 
to show Ann the castle at Carlisle, didn't we, Ann?' 

Hubert's meek, demure-looking little wife nodded in agreement. 
Rosabel could never decide whether Ann had always been rather 
shy before she had married Hubert or whether the years with him 
and Aunt Muriel had produced the rather peculiar disposition 
which she now showed to the world. One scarcely knew whether 
to like or dislike her, and since she was very heavy going when it 
came to conversation, she soon tired anyone who tried to draw her 
out. 

When the luggage had been carried in Isabel said, 'I'll clear your 
places off the table, then, if you've had dinner.' 

'No, no. We can manage to nibble a bit, I expect, if you'll just wait 
while we wash our hands,' Aunt Muriel said hastily, and she 
pushed Ann ahead of her up the stairs. 

Back in the living-room, Rosabel and Peter exchanged speaking 
looks. It wasn't wise to comment out loud because Aunt Muriel, 
who maintained that she was getting very deaf, nevertheless 
seemed to hear extraordinarily well on occasion. By the time the 
visitors had washed and come downstairs again another fifteen 
minutes had ticked by, and Rosabel was feeling uncomfortably 
hungry. She had kept going, but this was her one big meal of the 
day and she was usually ready for it soon after seven. 

The first course, iced melon with a slice of orange stuck on like a 
sail, passed without comment, but when the huge casserole was 
brought in with the freshly boiled potatoes and peas. Aunt Muriel 
could contain herself no longer. As she picked up her knife and 
fork she remarked to the table at large, 'I always think this dish is 



much better with creamed potatoes, and I never have any frozen 
vegetables in the house. Ann always sees to it that we have fresh 
vegetables,' and she glanced up the table towards Isabel 
McCulloch. 

If she hoped she was going to get any retort she was disappointed, 
because Isabel placidly went on eating as if nothing had been said. 
Foiled by this lack of interest in her unkind comments on the 
appetizing meal before her, Aunt Muriel waited until dessert was 
placed on the table. 

When she noticed that two pieces had been cut out of the big 
lemon meringue pie she looked at it as if she was being offered 
yesterday's sweet. 

'And when was this made, Isabel?' she began. 

Isabel looked up from serving Ann and Rosabel. 'When was this 
made? Why, this afternoon, Muriel. When did you think it was 
made? You know you can't keep a lemon pie, and it has to be eaten 
the day it's baked.' 

Muriel glanced at Isa for a moment or two, realizing that both her 
broadsides had been turned aside, so she transferred her gaze to 
Rosabel, sitting across the table and looking with rapt attention at 
her own slice of pie. 

As a matter of fact Rosabel was miles and miles away, wishing she 
had a crystal ball to see precisely what Rob Carr was doing at this 
moment. She was quite startled when her aunt's abrupt voice said, 
'No sign of you getting married yet, Rosabel, I suppose?' 

Rosabel glanced up, still deep in thought, to meet the hard gaze 
from across the table. 



She smiled apologetically. 'I'm afraid not, Aunt. No one will have 
me, you see.’ 

Peter's chuckle was not echoed by the visitors sitting round the 
table. Hubert went on eating solidly, Ann glanced from face to 
face drinking in every word and Aunt Muriel turned her gaze from 
Rosabel to her nephew sitting at the head of the table. 

'It's nothing to laugh at, Peter. At her age I was married and had 
two children. It’s about time she was thinking about settling down. 
Now who is there around here who would be suitable ?’ 

'Really, Aunt!' exclaimed Peter. 'One leaves girls to decide for 
themselves these days. Rosabel's perfectly happy in her work, so 
there's no reason for her to start shopping around for a husband, 
now is there?’ 

'Shopping around? What a disgusting expression! Really, you 
young people!' 

Peter laughed again and glancing down towards his angry aunt, 
bowed courteously. 'Many thanks for those few kind words, Aunt 
Muriel. It’s a long time since anyone described me as "young", and 
if Katya and Jennie were here they’d shriek their heads off.’ 

'Yes, that reminds me. Where are the girls? I haven't seen them 
yet.’ 

Isabel answered from the other end of the table, 'They're in bed 
and asleep, I hope, but you'll see them tomorrow, Muriel, don't 
worry.’ 

'And just as spoilt as ever, I expect,’ said Aunt Muriel. ’Really, 
Isabel, the way you run after those girls!’ 



Isabel looked across at her. 'Well, they're the only granddaughters I 
have, you know,' she said mildly. And grandmothers are reputed to 
be the worst spoilers in the world. You haven't any grandchildren, 
have you, Muriel?' 

As Peter said about half an hour later in the kitchen, 'I think 
honours were about even, don't you, Rosabel? Really, she gets 
worse year by year! I'm not surprised Dad used to say he was 
frightened of her when he was a little boy.' 

Aunt Muriel had been their father's eldest sister. They often 
wondered why she insisted year after year on coming to see them, 
because during their father's lifetime she had never been near the 
place. Peter always said that it was partly curiosity and partly 
because it gave them a cheap holiday. Neither Hubert nor his 
mother were over-generous with money, and the thought of having 
to pay hotel prices would have sent a shudder through their careful 
souls. 

Rosabel was away next morning early, but she arrived back at 
lunchtime to find that instead of the usual family meal around the 
kitchen table Isabel had laid it in the dining-room and that the 
entire family were assembled. The two children were looking very 
gloomy and Katya's eyes were red. 

Coming into the room after washing her hands, Rosabel felt as if 
she could have slapped Aunt Muriel for spoiling the happy 
atmosphere. She wondered what she had been saying to the 
children to reduce them to this state, because as a rule no happier 
girls could be found anywhere and the house normally rang to the 
sound of their laughter. There was certainly no laughter today and 
Aunt Muriel was sitting waiting to be served looking like an 
avenging angel. 



It was rather a silent meal, and Peter, after a long look at his 
daughters' faces, said, 'I forgot to tell you, Isabel, I'm going into 
Dumfries this afternoon and I shall be there until about six. Would 
you like to bring the girls in today so that they could chose their 
bridesmaids' dresses?’ 

Isabel gave him a grateful look. ’I think I could manage that all 
right, Peter. I can leave a cold supper.' 

The three guests looked anything but pleased at this 
pronouncement, but Peter went on as if he noticed nothing. ’You 
won't mind, I know. It's difficult for Isabel to get into Dumfries on 
the bus, and the girls are going to be bridesmaids next month. I 
expect you've heard.' 

'Actually I haven't,’ Aunt Muriel snapped, 'but now that I know 
perhaps you'd be good enough to give me the details. Who is 
getting married? When is it? And why have your girls been chosen 
? I presume it’s no relation.’ 

'Oh, no relation at all,' Rosabel chipped in. 'As a matter of fact it’s 
the vicar's sister.' 

'I didn't know you were even friendly with the vicar.’ 

'But we introduced you when you were here last year.’ 

'Oh, that young man. I recall him now,’ Aunt Muriel said rather 
grandly. ’I remember remarking to you that he seemed rather out of 
place.’ 

Rosabel laughed. 'What made you think that? John McGill's one of 
the nicest of men.’ 



She was sorry immediately the words were said. She could almost 
see the wheels turning in Aunt Muriel's head. 'Now don't get any 
ideas, Aunt Muriel,' she said. 'I have no intention of becoming the 
vicar's wife, you know.' 

'Really,' sniffed Aunt Muriel, 'young people these days have no 
modesty or decorum!' 

It was evident that Peter thought this conversation had gone far 
enough. 'Well, that's settled, then,' he said. 'If you girls have 
finished your meal, pop up and get ready.' Without needing further 
bidding Katya and Jennie excused themselves and getting up raced 
out of the room. 

'I do wish you'd make them walk a little more quietly and in a 
more ladylike manner, Isabel,' Aunt Muriel said after they had 
gone. 

'What for?' Isabel retorted. 'They're only children, after all, and you 
must expect them to rush everywhere. I'd be worried if they didn't. 
Forget about the children for a moment. You'll be all right this 
afternoon, won't you, if I take the opportunity to go in with Peter? 
You did say you were thinking of motoring along the coast this 
afternoon, didn't you, Muriel? I heard you discussing it with 
Hubert and Ann this morning.' 

Aunt Muriel had the grace to go a little pink in the face as she said, 
'We did think we might go out for a little run when I've had my 
rest, but you will be back by seven, won't you, Isabel?' 

'Oh, long before then,' Isabel said. 'The shops shut at half past five. 
Don't worry, everything will be ready for your meal this evening, 
even if it is cold,' she finished as a last retort. 



As Rosabel went out on her afternoon rounds she was feeling 
particularly depressed. As if it weren't enough to have this terrible 
void with Robert gone, in addition there was the irritation of Aunt 
Muriel. The only feeling of comfort she had these days was the 
sight of Robert's grubby old haversack standing just inside the 
door of the flat. She had got into the stupid habit of patting it each 
time she went up to the flat. She was even using the bed which he 
had used, leaving the two others for her nieces. 

So far there had been no word from him either by post or 
telephone. Would he be back before she left for her holiday? She 
was due to go in ten days' time and had made arrangements with 
Joan to have her interview the afternoon before they left for Gib. 

With things so much in the air between herself and Robert, 
Rosabel felt she would have enjoyed the prospect of a holiday 
much more if her mind had been settled instead of seeming to go 
round in circles. It was all very well to fall deeper and deeper in 
love with Robert, but when it all boiled down, she knew so very 
little about him. Perhaps a period right away from here would 
make her able to get everything into proper perspective. 

During the next week she didn't really have a great deal of time to 
dwell on her personal problems. She felt she had to give Isabel a 
hand when possible and at night she had to creep quietly into bed 
so as not to disturb the two girls. 

She was usually too tired to stay awake for long. At times like 
these Robert seemed very far away and before she drifted off to 
sleep her eyes would seek that Corner of the room where she knew 
his knapsack lay as if to assure herself once more that he would be 
coming back. 



When his postcard finally arrived it told her little, and two days 
later when he telephoned she was over at the Manse talking 
wedding clothes with Penny and Fiona and so missed a word with 
him. 

Peter gave her the message when she returned. 'How did he seem?' 
she asked. 

'Very well. He hopes to be back in a day or two,' Peter said. 'He 
sent you his love,' and his eyebrows went up to meet his hair. 

Rosabel was glad they were alone in the surgery together, though 
she knew that her brother was much too tactful to have given her 
this message even in front of Isabel. 

The night before Aunt Muriel's departure, Rosabel managed to 
creep out of the house for a walk. It wasn't really inviting weather. 
The sunny morning had not lasted and by two-thirty it had been 
raining steadily. Now it was beginning to clear up again and 
everything smelled fresh and clean. 

She didn't have time to do more than go up the hill and look at her 
favourite view. She stood there almost knee-deep in heather, its 
flowers as yet unopened, and looked out at the estuary. She must 
be every kind of a fool, she thought,, to contemplate leaving this 
lovely place. She hadn't enjoyed leaving it even to do her training. 
She had been born not twenty miles away from here, and the 
gentle Lowland hills were a part of her. Nevertheless it was time 
she was moving on. The unsatisfactory end to her friendship with 
Bill and the even more unsatisfactory relationship which she and 
Robert were sharing provided two good reasons. 

She stopped and plucked a small sprig of heather and poked it with 
a finger. The buds were still tightly closed and she wondered 
whether she would still be here when they opened. This particular 



spot held so many happy memories for her. Robert's warm hand on 
the nape of her neck. His habit of standing behind her and leaning 
his chin on the top of her head and his habit of running a thumb 
contemplatively up and down the back of her hand. Yet he had 
never kissed her properly. She wondered why. 

She sighed as she turned to retrace her steps. It was beginning to 
get dark and time she was back. 

There was a light in the kitchen and she popped her head round the 
door. Isabel was standing in her dressing-gown, heating some milk 
and she said softly, 'Come on in, the others have gone to bed.' 

'Rather early, isn't it?’ said Rosabel. 

'I suppose it is, but after you went there was a fearful row and now 
they've gone to bed hardly speaking to one another.' Rosabel 
giggled as Isabel continued. 'Oh, Rosie, I wish you’d been here! It 
was like a pantomime. Hubert and Muriel had poor Ann running 
up and downstairs with the baggage, and apparently this afternoon 
when they were in Dumfries, Hubert secretly bought himself a 
bottle of Drambuie. He must have put it under some sacking in the 
boot and in the process of packing the bags in, Ann broke it. Now 
the whole car smells of liqueur whisky. Muriel vows she won't 
travel in the car tomorrow. Hubert says if she weren't so intolerant 
about drink he’d have been able to buy the bottle openly, and Ann 
has just sat there and cried great big crocodile tears and not spoken 
a word. It was as much as I could do to keep my face straight!’ 

Rosabel wiped her eyes. 'Well, I must say I'm not sorry to have 
missed that little contretemps,’ she said. ’How glad I'll be when 
they drive away tomorrow. Poor Isa! You've had the worst of it by 
far. Don’t you feel as if there'll be a huge weight lifted off your 
shoulders?’ 



'Oh, they're not as bad as all that,’ said Isabel. 'They’re really three 
very unhappy people. If they'd only stop and take stock of 
themselves I'm sure they wouldn't be quite so obnoxious. I never 
thought I'd feel sorry for Ann, but I must say I did tonight. Muriel 
turned on her, and I don't think she knew any more about the 
Drambuie than Muriel did herself. In fact, I'm sure she didn't, or 
she wouldn't have put a heavy suitcase down on top of it. And 
talking about getting ready, have you got anything packed for your 
own holiday?' 

Rosabel ran her fingers through her hair. 'Not a thing, but I don't 
really care as Gibraltar is in the sterling area and if I've forgotten 
anything I can always buy, can't I? So I'm just not worrying. I've 
fixed with Michael to run me to the station on Friday morning and 
I think that's all I need do except go to the bank. I'll do that when I 
go in to report to the Supervisor on Wednesday afternoon. It would 
be my week for home confinements, though. McClaren's due off in 
ten days' time herself, and she wanted to do it next week, so I 
could hardly ask her to change, now could I? I only hope nothing 
comes up at the very last minute, but I'm quite sure it will. It 
always does.' 

'Poor you,' Isabel sympathized as she lifted the milk off the stove. 
'You wouldn't care for a hot drink, would you, Rosabel?' 

Rosabel shook her head. 'Thanks, I think I'll have something cold,' 
and she went to the refrigerator and took out a jug of milk, 'but I 
wouldn't say no to a biscuit if you're going to have one.' 

Isabel nodded her head towards the tin on the table. 'Help yourself. 
I suppose you're going to take it over to the flat to drink?' 

Rosabel nodded and kissing Isabel a quick 'good night' she 
departed. She chanced putting on the light, dimming it quickly so 



that it wouldn't waken the girls. Neither of them stirred and 
Rosabel remembered that it was their night for swimming. Both of 
them must be far too tired to be roused by the electric light being 
put on. 

When she was comfortably in bed, Rosabel sat and sipped her 
drink and let her thoughts wander to the subject which interested 
her the most - Robert's return to Bannford. In three more days she 
wouldn't be here to welcome him. She had a definite appointment 
for her interview, and in any case Joan would be horrified if she 
missed their plane to Gibraltar. So she prayed Robert would come 
soon. 

The next morning Rosabel said good-bye to her aunt and her two 
cousins. They appeared to have settled their differences and Aunt 
Muriel seemed determined to make a gracious exit. Rosabel 
suspected that already she was planning her next year's visit, and 
she certainly wasn't going to jeopardize her chances of returning 
for a free holiday. 

She was sorry, though, to be vacating the flat. Sleeping over there, 
his old knapsack lying across the room, Rosabel had felt nearer to 
Rob Carr than she did in her own comfortable little room in the 
house. If only she’d had a letter, but probably like most men he 
was a poor correspondent. 

Two evenings later Rosabel was helping Peter file case cards in the 
surgery when there was the sound of a car skidding to a halt in 
front of the house. A door slammed, voices were heard and 
Rosabel stood frozen at the filing cabinet. 

Peter raised his brows. 'Methinks I hear a familiar voice,’ he 
remarked, but he spoke to thin air, because Rosabel had dropped 
the pile of cards and was flying out of the room. 



She and Robert met in the passageway. He stood, his back to the 
door, his hand behind him still on the knob, and looked at her, and 
Rosabel herself came to a full stop about a foot away, her eyes on 
his. 

Something about him was different, and for a moment she couldn't 
think what it was. And then she realized that deep within the grey 
eyes a flame danced, a combination of merriment, tenderness, 
triumph and excitement, a look she thought never to see in 
Robert's face. He didn't say a single word, just held his arms wide 
and she walked straight into them as his lips met hers. 

She'd thought about the kiss often, she'd dreamed about it, 
wondered how it would feel. But none of her daydreams came up 
to the reality. When his voice mockingly said above her head, 'You 
can open your eyes now,' she came back to earth slowly and 
looked up at him, a faint smile in her own eyes. 

'I don't want to come back to earth,' she said, 'can't I go on another 
orbit, please?' and she held up her lips invitingly. 

Robert laughed and spanked her lightly. 'You're a minx, that's what 
you are, Rosabel. I always suspected it and now I'm sure. Come 
along, I think I'd better say "Hallo" to the others because there's 
lots I want to say to you, and the sooner I get my greetings over 
the sooner we'll be alone to have a long heart-to-heart talk.' 

Rosabel turned him in the direction of the surgery. 'Peter's in here. 
I don't know where Isabel is, but I suspect in the kitchen.' 

'I'll see your brother first then Isa afterwards. I expect she'll have 
enough supper to spare for one more.' 

Rosabel laughed happily as she followed him into the surgery, 'I 
expect so, she usually has.' 



But if they were hoping for a cosy evening together, their hopes 
were soon shattered. Robert and Peter had hardly finished saying 
'Hallo' to one another when the telephone shrilled, and when Peter 
answered, it was only to hand the receiver to Rosabel. She listened 
for a moment or two and then said, 'It's quite obvious I'm needed 
immediately. I'll come at once,’ and put the receiver back in the 
cradle. 

'I might have known!’ she sighed as the two men looked at her in 
silence. ’Two weeks before it’s due. Wouldn't you know on the last 
night before my holidays!’ and she turned, shoulders sagging, 
towards the door. But she had only just reached the corridor when 
a warm arm came round her shoulder and she was twisted round to 
face the way she had come. 

She could see the laughter in his eyes. ’No heart-to-heart after all 
tonight - never mind, love. I've booked to fly out with you and 
your friend, so there's lots of time for explanations. Now get off 
and deliver that baby.’ 

Why this sudden decision? What had happened while he had been 
in London? He looked somehow as if someone had left him a 
fortune, and Rosabel was eaten up with curiosity as she dashed out 
to get the Mini. 

It was a very weary girl who returned to the house in the early 
hours of the morning. As she let herself in the tall clock in the hall 
was chiming half past five. She put down her bag and took off her 
hat. Really not much point in going to bed now. 

She went into the kitchen and quietly made herself a pot of tea, 
carrying the small tray into the surgery. She would spend the next 
three-quarters of an hour making up her notes. 



When she finally sat back and poured herself a second cup of the 
now almost cold tea she gave a sigh of relief. At least all her paper 
work was done. She wouldn't have to do it at the last minute and 
everything was ready to hand over to the standby nurse who would 
arrive first thing in the morning. 

She rose and stretched. There would be just time to have a 
leisurely bath before she went downstairs again to start the 
breakfast. She would be able to save Isabel a job this morning. 

When she was bathed and dressed she looked at herself in the 
mirror. She knew when she got to London it would be a bit of a 
rush to get across for her interview. She would probably only have 
time to freshen up so she had prepared for this eventuality. The 
uncrushable fabric of her suit should stand the journey pretty well, 
and as she glanced at herself in the mirror she thought it was 
modern and yet not too modern to alienate the strict disciplinarian 
who would no doubt be interviewing her. 

The plain navy blue was decorated with bands of deep turquoise 
and suited her fair colouring very well indeed. She wore a pair of 
comfortable slingback court shoes and a well polished handbag 
and suede gloves in a matching turquoise lay on the bed. 

When she had done her face and hair Rosabel went downstairs. 
She put on an apron and quietly began the family breakfast. She 
had only just got rashers of bacon arranged in the grilling pan 
when her nieces dashed into the kitchen. 

’Hallo, Roz, you're up early,’ Katya said, bouncing over to the 
stove, 'and looking absolutely great too,’ she added as she stood 
back to regard her aunt. 


'What, even with an apron on?’ Rosabel asked. 



'Yes, even then, and you smell absolutely gorgeous - mmm!’ Katya 
said. 'It's nicer than bacon and eggs, and that’s something!’ 

Rosabel laughed. Katya was just at that age when smells meant a 
lot to her, and to be told that she smelled nicer than bacon and eggs 
was a compliment far greater than an outsider would have thought. 
'Come on, you two. Sit down and start your cereals.’ 

The girls sat down at the big kitchen table and started in, one on a 
large bowl of puffed rice and the other on cornflakes. It wasn't 
long before Isabel arrived, followed by Peter. There were 
exclamations at seeing Rosabel already down and when she 
explained that she hadn't been to bed at all, expressions of regret 
for the loss of her night's sleep. 

Peter sighed and shook his head as he sat down and spread out the 
morning paper. 'My goodness, I don't envy you with a long 
journey ahead.’ 

'Oh, I've had a bath, Peter, and piled on the make-up. I don't 
suppose if I took it off I would look quite so keyed up and ready 
for anything. Goodness knows what I shall look like by the time I 
get to London. I'm hoping Robert will let me snooze for an hour.’ 

'Yes, he’s going back with you,’ said Katya. 'Now what about that? 
He's only just arrived and now he's going away again. I call that a 
swizzle!’ 

'Miss Moffat will mark us late if you don't hurry up and eat instead 
of talking all the time,’ Jennie reminded her. 'Come on, we haven't 
got long.’ 

When it was time for them to leave Rosabel took off her apron and 
walked out under the archway with the girls. 



They both kissed her enthusiastically. 'You will send us lots of 
photographs and postcards and letters with lovely stamps on, now 
won't you?’ begged Jennie. 'You know I haven't got any of the 
Gibraltarian stamps and I would like some.' 

'Don't worry,' Rosabel laughed as she hugged them both, 'I'll get a 
whole new mint collection for both of you.' 

'Not for me,' said Katya. 'I don't care all that much about stamps. 
It's the photographs I want and the postcards and the views. I'm 
collecting them for a scrapbook. Jennie can have the stamps off all 
my cards if she likes.' 

'That's settled, then,' said Rosabel. 'Now off you go,' and she 
waved her hand as the two girls got on to their bicycles. 

She was shading her eyes and watching them out of sight when a 
car appeared in the distance, driven far too fast, Rosabel thought, 
for the narrow village street. As it tore down towards her she saw 
that it was one of the very latest sports cars to come on the market, 
painted a clear green and driven by one of the most beautiful girls 
she had ever seen. It drew to a screeching halt before the archway 
and the driver called across to her. 

Rosabel walked over and looked down into huge brown eyes. 'Can 
you tell me where Dr. Fairbaim's house is?' 

'This is it,' Rosabel answered. The driver of the car pushed open 
the door, slung her long slim legs out of the driving seat and stood 
up. As she walked round the bonnet towards Rosabel she was able 
to see that the figure matched the face. The girl was wearing a 
trouser suit of some linen material in a beautiful tangerine shade, 
and round her neck hung a long scarf figured with bright 
flamboyant flowers. She wore very little make-up except about the 
eyes, and even then Rosabel noticed that the thick curling lashes 



were nature's own. The dark shining hair hung in curls to her 
shoulders, framing a face which in some way was oddly familiar to 
Rosabel. 

'Well, if this is Dr. Fairbairn’s house,’ the girl said, 'I want to see 
Dr. Carver.’ 

Rosabel's clear brow furrowed for a moment. 'Who did you say?’ 
she asked. But just then the girl looked over her shoulder. 

'Oh, don't bother, there he is,' and she sped past Rosabel, through 
the archway and towards the steps leading to the flat. Robert was 
coming down them slowly, and the girl, hardly seeming to touch 
the ground, sped across, ran up the steps to meet him and flung 
both arms round his neck. 

Rosabel could hear her greeting quite clearly. 'Oh, Rob! Rob 
darling! I thought I'd missed you. I've been driving most of the 
night to get here before you left,’ and she drew the brown head 
down towards her with one graceful hand. Even at that distance, as 
she raised her arm, Rosabel could see the flash of a huge diamond 
on the third finger of her left hand, and she turned hurriedly away 
and walked into the house. 

She was so blinded by tears as she went down the corridor that she 
cannoned into her brother. 'Whatever's the matter?’ he asked, 
putting his arms round her. 

He drew her swiftly into the empty surgery. Rosabel couldn't 
answer him. 'What’s happened?’ Peter went on. ’You're not hurt, 
are you?’ 

'No ... it's ...’ Rosabel sat down in a chair for a minute and bowing 
her hands on the desk sobbed brokenheartedly. By and by she sat 
upright. No man was worth it, she decided to herself, and she put 



out a hand. 'I haven't got a handkerchief, Peter,’ she said, and he 
put a clean one into her hand. 

She blew her nose defiantly and looked up. ’A girl has just arrived 
and she asked for Dr. Carver. Apparently she meant Robert. She 
seems to know him very well indeed. Why ever didn't he tell me 
his real name?’ 

Peter looked down at her for a moment in silence, obviously 
collecting his thoughts for a reply. ’You knew!'- Rosabel accused 
him. 

He strode round his desk and sat down. ’Perhaps if I give you this 
magazine it'll explain things to you,' and he opened a drawer and 
took out the journal in which he had recognized Robert Carver's 
photograph a few weeks previously. 

'I don't think I want to know,' Rosabel said, pushing the magazine 
away. 'It's quite obvious he's been pulling my leg all along the line. 
The quicker I get away from here this morning the better.' 

Peter regarded her for a moment in silence. 'Don't do anything in a 
hurry. Stop and think first.' 

'I'm not deciding things in a hurry,' Rosabel said in her own 
defence, 'but I don't think I can stand any more.' She got to her 
feet. 'Don't come with me, Peter. I've got to decide this for myself,' 
and she went quickly out of the room. 

She didn't go back into the kitchen. She didn't want to answer the 
questions which she knew Isabel would be bound to ask when she 
saw her tear-stained face. Instead she went quickly to her bedroom 
and put the remaining things in her bag. Having done this and 
locked the suitcase she went into Peter's bedroom next door and 
lifting the extension, phoned the garage. 



She got through to the man who drove the local taxi straight away. 
'Is that you, Mick? Do you think you could come round right away 
and collect me, because I'm ready now?’ 

If Mick was surprised at the change of plans he made no comment, 
just saying, 'Yes, I can come any time you like, Miss Fairbaim.’ 

Rosabel went back into her own room and collecting her gloves, 
handbag and suitcase she went downstairs. She had touched up her 
make-up and knew that most of the traces of her recent bout of 
tears would have disappeared. 

'Is Robert ready? I didn't think you were off so soon,' Isabel 
remarked as they met in the hallway. 

'I don't think he'll be coming with me,' said Rosabel. ’He's got a 
visitor. Well, good-bye,’ and she gave Isabel McCulloch a quick 
hug before she could make any comment about this hasty 
departure. 

She put a quick head round the surgery door and seeing that her 
brother was alone said, 'I'm going now, Peter.’ 

'I think you're making a mistake,' he said as he got up and walked 
towards the door. 'Does Robert know you're leaving?' 

'There's no sign of him. Now, please, please don't try to stop me.’ 

Her brother spread his hands. ’It’s your decision. You're over 
twenty-one and if you can't see you're making a big mistake you're 
a muggins.' 

He gave her a kiss. 'Look, love, have a nice holiday,' and he let her 
go as the sound of a horn at the front door announced the arrival of 
the taxi. 



She went swiftly down the front steps and got into the car. As she 
was closing the door she thought she heard Robert calling her 
name, but of course it must have been just a figment of her 
imagination - wishful thinking, in fact. The sports car still stood 
firmly in front of the archway and there had been no sign of him 
when she had given one brief last look through her bedroom 
window before coming downstairs. 



CHAPTER NINE 


If she had hoped that on the train she would be able to catch up on 
her sleep she was mistaken, because as the miles rolled by under 
the swiftly moving wheels she found herself getting more and 
more tense, and going over the same little scene in her mind. 
Perhaps it would have been wise to sit down and think calmly and 
even read the article in the medical journal. She racked her brain to 
try and recall any information she might have heard about a Dr. 
Carver. She had seen a brief glimpse of Robert's smiling face in 
the photograph at the top of the article which Peter had tried to get 
her to read and the headline 'Health Researcher's World Tour 
Cancelled'. Subconsciously she must have read the few words, and 
now they popped into the forefront of her mind. 

But that surely couldn't be Robert. Or could it? There was no 
answer to the thoughts milling around in her brain, and when she 
finally arrived in. London she felt anything but equal to the 
interview which faced her. 

Joan met the train in and they had quickly grabbed a taxi. There 
was just time for Rosabel to have a good wash and to do her face 
in Joan's flat before walking round the corner to the big teaching 
hospital where her interview was to be held. 

When she was ushered into the outer office it was to find that four 
or five other girls were sitting waiting and looking as nervous as 
she felt herself. 

They had been sitting for some ten minutes when Rosabel received 
her first surprise. The door leading into the inner office opened and 
to her astonishment Robert came out, saying over his shoulder, 'I'll 
see you for dinner, then, when I get back,' and a female voice from 
within replying, 'I shall look forward to it,' before the door closed. 



He advanced across the room, glanced briefly at the waiting 
applicants, but if he noticed her he gave no sign. 

Rosabel felt glued to her seat. How on earth had he managed to get 
down to London ahead of her, and what was he doing seeing 
Matron? From the fragment of conversation she had just 
overheard, he knew her well. 

Her second unwelcome surprise of the day came when she was 
interviewed by the occupant of the inner office. Matron sat erectly, 
a tiny figure in the large desk chair, her calm eyes fixed intently 
upon Rosabel. It was a critical gaze no doubt produced by years of 
experience in summing up applicants at a glance. 

The jolt came at the end of the interview when the soft voice said, 
'Well, Miss Fairbaim, your qualifications are very good, but 
somehow I don't think that you’d find you were suited to this 
particular kind of nursing.’ 

In her bewilderment, Rosabel hardly heard the rest of the 
explanations for her failure to get a place on the course. It had 
never crossed her mind that she wouldn't pass. Sure of her nursing 
abilities, she had supposed her acceptance to be more or less 
automatic, and it hadn't occurred to her that she might be turned 
down. 

As she got up and walked out of the office and back to Joan's flat 
she still couldn't quite believe it, and Joan, when she was told the 
outcome of the interview, looked quite flabbergasted. 

'Well, of course I have heard of people not being accepted before,’ 
she said, 'but never people with your record, Roz. I just can't 
understand it.’ 



There was little time, however, to discuss the matter further. If 
they were to be on time for their flight they had to hurry and get to 
Heathrow airport. 

Sitting in the plane a couple of hours later, Rosabel received her 
third surprise of the day. People had been going up and down the 
aisle ever since they took off, but in her confusion and fatigue of 
mind she had hardly registered their comings and goings. This 
time something made her look up. Coming from a seat higher up 
was Robert, but if she expected a friendly greeting, she was again 
to be disappointed. As he passed her he merely nodded as he might 
have done to any passing acquaintance, and he had gone long 
before Rosabel could even nod in return. 

Joan was telling her a long story about something that had 
happened in the ward the week previously, so it was only 
necessary to nod now and again to show she was paying attention. 
But her thoughts were gyrating wildly. What was Robert doing 
popping up here and there all day? He certainly must have 
sprouted wings to get down from Bannford to London in the first 
place, but to have managed to keep the dinner date she had 
overheard him making and still have caught this plane was nothing 
short of miraculous. 

And in any case, why had he wanted to? Surely he hadn't willingly 
left behind that gorgeous girl who had turned up so unexpectedly? 
No man in his right mind would want to swap her had he first call 
on her affections, and in view of what Rosabel had seen there 
could be no doubt about that point. 

Men! she thought as she closed her eyes wearily. She would never 
understand them. 



By the time they touched down in Gibraltar, Rosabel had been 
asleep for some time. She only aroused herself unwillingly when 
Joan shook her by the arm and told her to fasten her seat belt. 
Looking out of the window Rosabel gulped with sheer fright. Not 
only did the plane come in over the sea to land, but it carried along 
the concrete runway to where yet again water gleamed in the lights 
from the airport. It was not until later that Rosabel realized that the 
airport's main runway ran across the narrow neck of land where the 
borders of Gibraltar and Spain met, and that each end finished in 
the sea, the Atlantic one side and the Mediterranean the other. 

As soon as they were through Customs, Joan was enveloped in the 
long arms of a tall, jolly-looking man in a Major's uniform. When 
he finally released his daughter, Jack Rivers shook Rosabel by the 
hand and quickly shepherded the two girls out to the car. Still half 
asleep, Rosabel gained only a fleeting impression of a comfortable, 
modern house, a smiling woman in a pretty dressing-gown, before 
she was thankfully shedding her clothes and slipping between cool 
sheets in the tastefully furnished guest room she was to share with 
Joan. 

Before she fell asleep, Rosabel felt a weary curiosity as to Robert's 
whereabouts. She had reluctantly quelled the impulse to look over 
her shoulder as she had left the plane to try and catch another 
glimpse of him. As far as she knew he didn't know her address 
here, though he could, she supposed, have discovered it easily 
enough by asking Peter. 

Joan's mother let the girls sleep late the following morning and it 
was nearly eleven o'clock when Rosabel opened her eyes to a sun- 
dappled room. She smiled as she glanced at the other bed. Joan 
was still blissfully asleep, and Rosabel turned on her back and 
hitched the pillows into a more comfortable position. 



She didn't know whether the Army were responsible or if the 
Rivers themselves had chosen the tasteful light golden furniture, 
but the effect was a delight to the eye. Long curtains in a heavy, 
woven linen in shades of flame, cream and lemon yellow hung at 
the window. The walls were painted in cream, the carpet was 
yellow and the bedspreads were composed of crochet squares, 
intricate in design, spelling out hours of work by some loving 
fingers. 

Rosabel was just thinking how much she would love a cool drink 
when there came a knock on the door. It opened as Joan's mother 
wheeled in a trolley. 

'Good morning, my dear. I hope you slept well? No need to ask if 
Joan did. Look at her!’ And Rosabel laughed as her friend opened 
her eyes then yawned unashamedly. 

'Breakfast! How super! All my favourite things too. Look, Roz - 
orange juice - with ice. Lots of coffee, and croissants. Have you 
got black cherry jam for me too, Mum?' and without waiting for an 
answer she reached towards the trolley which had been pushed 
between the twin beds and lifted the top off the jamjar. 

'Goody! Now I know I'm really home,’ and as Mrs. Rivers walked 
towards the door Joan raised her glass of orange juice and toasted 
her mother. 'To you, Mum. You're the greatest!' 

As soon as they had eaten, the two girls got up, showered and 
dressed, made their beds and pushing the trolley between them, 
went to find Joan's mother. Rosabel discovered that the house was 
built on a split-level plan. The bedrooms were all at road level, but 
to get to the living quarters of the house, they had to negotiate five 
wide steps. This floor contained the kitchen, dining-room and a 



huge living-room. Again several steps lower, a huge covered patio 
hung over the cliff below. 

Rosabel gave a gasp as Joan led her to the balustrade. Below and 
to the right she could glimpse the harbour. Below and immediately 
in front the ground sloped down to a sparkling sea. Two small 
sailing boats and a larger vessel which Rosabel guessed to be in 
the minesweeper class were passing, making towards the harbour. 
The larger vessel gave a derisive toot on his siren as he easily 
overtook the yachts. 

'Admiring our view, are you, Rosabel?’ a voice said immediately 
behind her, and Rosabel turned to see that Joan's father had come 
out on to the balcony. At her nod, he began to point out landmarks 
of interest - the Spanish town of Algeciras across the bay and the 
outline of the coast of North Africa. 

'When it’s clearer you can see Tangier. You might like a trip over 
there before you go back. I'll try and arrange it. But that's not why 
I dropped in. I wanted to warn you two that there's a dance up at 
the hospital tonight. We're all invited. Also I'm going into town 
now and I wondered if you two would like a lift.' 

'Of course they'll come in with you,’ Joan's mother said as she 
joined them. 'What girls don't want to look at shops? They can stop 
in for lunch too if they want to save rushing back. I shan't cook a 
proper meal until this evening anyway, so it will only be a salad if 
you do come home, Joan.' 

'In that case, Mummy, Roz and I will take our time. I might even 
get my hair done. I didn't have time before I came away. Too busy 
in the ward.’ 

Rosabel was fascinated by the town. It seemed so strange to see 
Arab women, heavily garbed in thick materials and wearing the 



face veil, jostle dark Latin-type women and, alongside them, fresh- 
complexioned boys in British Army uniform, to see one shop filled 
with carpets, plush wall hangings and brassware and the very next 
stocked with British products in well-known tins and packets. 

Two things struck the enchanted Rosabel. The first was the 
number of babies and toddlers shopping with their mothers, and 
the second, the gentle courtesy of these people. 

In the narrow street there was no hurrying. Taxis idled and actually 
stopped to let mothers with prams and youngsters clinging to their 
skirts cross in safety, and in the shops the assistants seemed 
genuinely anxious to send them out thoroughly satisfied with their 
purchases. There was none of the thinly veiled incivility which one 
often encountered at home, nor any impatience if they lingered 
over their choice. 

Leaving Joan at a beauty salon to have her hair washed and set, 
Rosabel made her way to the cable car which would take her up to 
see the famous apes. She was glad she did not suffer from vertigo 
as the fragile-looking red car climbed the grey rock to the level 
where the Barbary apes wandered the hillside. 

Rosabel was just in time to see one of her fellow travellers lose her 
sunglasses as a particularly mischievous ape snatched them from 
her hand. Though several bystanders made a concerted effort to cut 
him off, the monkey was much too artful to be caught, and as the 
general laugh rang out, Rosabel saw the warning notices and 
guessed that this wasn't the first time he had played this little trick. 

Tucking her own sunglasses safely into her handbag, she walked 
up to see where the baby monkeys were housed. They were indeed 
worth a visit, and after some fifteen minutes of watching their 
amusing antics, Rosabel wandered back along the road to await the 



next cable car. Joan would be ready to leave the hairdressers' by 
the time she got back. 

After a quick lunch the two girls finished their shopping, wrote 
and mailed their picture postcards and then took a taxi back to the 
house. They found Mrs. Rivers drinking tea with a very handsome 
young man in khaki uniform, who got to his feet and whistled 
appreciatively when Joan and Rosabel came into view. 

Joan's mother smiled wickedly. 'Good news travels fast here! This 
is Lieutenant Anthony Smith. My daughter Joan and a friend, 
Rosabel Fairbaim. Tony has come to see if he can escort you to the 
dance tonight,’ she added as the two girls shook hands and sat 
down in the chairs Tony Smith hastily pulled round for them. 

'I was wondering how long it would be before word got around,’ 
Mrs. Rivers added. 'I quite thought Harry Ward would be here too.’ 
Tony Smith looked a trifle embarrassed, but before he could reply 
a ring was heard at the front door. 

He got to his feet. 'I expect that’s him now,’ he stammered. A tall 
frowning figure was ushered in who glared angrily in his direction 
as he subsided once more into his chair. 

’Hello, Harry, I was expecting you.’ Mrs. Rivers' smile was more 
than impish. ’I expect you've come to ask if Joan will go to the 
dance with you.' 

Harry Ward hesitated for a moment. He was obviously torn 
between surprise at Mrs. Rivers' remark and anger at his friend. 

'I suppose Tony invented some excuse to get you to the other end 
of the Rock this afternoon,' Mrs. Rivers went on before he could 
reply. 



The two young men could control themselves no longer. With a 
mock angry, 'I'll deal with you back in barracks!' Harry Ward 
cuffed the side of his friend's head before greeting Joan and being 
introduced to Rosabel. 

'I hope I'm not too late to ask you to the dance tonight,’ he said, as 
Joan handed him a cup of tea. ’Tony may have got his bid in first, 
though.' 

'I don’t think Daddy has made other arrangements. If he hasn't why 
don't the four of us go together? We’d like that, wouldn't we, Roz?' 

Rosabel nodded her agreement. The two boys seemed very nice. 
They were obviously a great deal younger than their sophisticated 
manner was meant to reveal and should be pleasant, 
uncomplicated partners for the dance. She had quite enough to 
think about without getting entangled with an admirer here, and 
one moreover connected with her host and hostess. She wanted a 
holiday which would be free from problems and which would give 
her a breathing space to think about what she was going to do on 
her return to Scotland. 

When she saw Joan's long summer evening dress in fine white 
floating lawn, printed with a trailing leaf design in deep blue and 
soft jade green, Rosabel was glad she had packed her long black 
and white dress. It had stood the journey well, but she played safe 
and borrowed an iron, gave the big white collar a press and ran the 
iron over the wide skirt. 

They all looked very distinguished, Rosabel thought, when the 
family were assembled ready to leave. Joan's father was wearing 
dress uniform and her mother a gown in smoky grey-blue chiffon 
relieved by a trailing sash in cerise. Her handbag, Rosabel noticed, 
exactly matched the brightly coloured sash, and with her gentle air 



of refinement she looked every inch the 'Colonel's lady’ of the 
poem. 

What a difference the right clothes made, Rosabel thought as they 
went out to the car, comparing the present elegance of her hostess 
with the motherly figure in cotton morning dress and apron who 
had brought their breakfast that very morning. 

As they joined the receiving line, Rosabel caught a glimpse of 
Tony and Harry awaiting them anxiously. As soon as they reached 
the entrance to the ballroom both she and Joan were whisked on to 
the floor by their impatient swain. Rosabel, looking up, discovered 
that she had been annexed by Tony Smith. He was a nice young 
man, she decided, reminding her of the medical students of her 
training days. He seemed very juvenile after Robert. No problem 
here. She could give him the gentle brush-off any time she liked. 

They had finished the dance and Tony had escorted her over to the 
big table where Joan's mother and father were talking to a number 
of friends when Rosabel suddenly stiffened. Standing on the other 
side of the table, talking to a tall man wearing the insignia of a 
medical officer, was Robert. Rosabel hastily looked away, but in 
the general confusion of finding seats she found herself beside 
him. As Robert's hand came out to hold her chair good manners 
obliged her to look up and say 'thank you.’ 

That was her undoing. Try as she would, Rosabel could not control 
the expression which flooded into her eyes, and though she hastily 
looked away again she knew Robert had seen and interpreted it. 

She felt sick with shame, but determined that at least no one else 
should discover her hopeless infatuation for this man. She half 
turned a shoulder and began to talk animatedly to Tony sitting at 
her other side, but when the orchestra again struck up one of the 



latest tunes, to her amazement somehow or other she found herself 
taking the floor with Robert. 

Even in her indignation at being manipulated so deftly into doing 
something against her will she had to admire the dexterity with 
which he had got his way. Her mouth was still half open in protest 
as she felt herself being led into the swinging rhythm. 

She forced herself to look away over his shoulder as they danced, 
maintaining a silence which oozed unspoken indignation. But if 
she thought this attitude was going to disconcert her partner she 
was soon to discover her mistake. 

They danced in complete silence for about three minutes and then 
Robert chuckled. Involuntarily Rosabel's eyes flashed to his face. 
It was so surprisingly dear and familiar that she felt herself 
softening and had to steel her thoughts against him. 

Here the two mocking devils deep within his eyes came to her aid. 
Had he shown a second's tenderness she knew she would have 
been lost, but he was quite obviously in anything but the attitude of 
a repentant lover. 

'Ah, Miss Fairbaim, now I have your full attention. May I say how 
beautiful and exciting you're looking tonight. Good enough to eat, 
I'd say. You're going to have that poor, inoffensive young man 
hardly knowing whether he’s coming or going by the end of the 
evening if you continue to give him as much of your undivided 
attention as you've done so far. He looks quite besotted already, so 
you can hold your fire and cast a few favours in other directions 
without fear of losing his attention.’ 

Rosabel clenched her teeth. She had known Robert in many 
different moods, but never malicious like this. Had he come nearly 



two thousand miles just to quarrel? She lifted her chin and looked 
defiantly into his mocking eyes. 

'If you're going to be unpleasant, I don't believe I want to dance 
any more,' and she attempted to withdraw her fingers from his and 
side-step on to the edge of the dance-floor. 

Her efforts were instantly frustrated. The light clasp on her hand 
tightened and his right arm held her unyieldingly against him. 

He laughed aloud. 'Oh no, dear girl! I've not come all this way to 
have you refuse to speak to me, or to cause a scene either, for that 
matter,' he continued, a grimmer note in his voice. 'You're going to 
continue to accept me into the party with apparent approval and 
treat me with as much interest as you do the other eligible men in 
the party. More, in fact.' 

Rosabel asked dryly, 'You did say "eligible men"?' 

'Touche,' Rob replied, a note of real amusement breaking into his 
former grim tone. 'Now relax and let what will be will be. You 
look as if someone has just told you you're down on the next 
theatre list.' 

Rosabel burst out laughing. She couldn't stay at daggers drawn 
with Robert for long. Whatever his failings she had very little 
pride where he was concerned, and she feared that in his usual 
clever way he had divined this. What was the use of using pride to 
fend off a man who knew without being told that you were quite 
literally crazy about him? 

Rather to her surprise Robert behaved from then on with the 
greatest circumspection. True, he manoeuvred several more 
dances, which made Tony Smith begin to look rather sulky as the 
evening drew to a close. But he made no effort to get her alone, 



and long before the supper dance he had got on very good terms 
with Joan's parents. 


When they were undressing later that night, Joan looked curiously 
across at her friend. 'I didn't know you were acquainted with our 
famous Dr. Carver,’ she remarked as she eased herself out of her 
dress and hung it in the built-in wardrobe. 

Rosabel, already in nightie and dressing-gown, was creaming her 
face. ’Famous? I didn't know he was famous,’ she remarked, 
completely ignoring the rest of Joan's question. 

'Well, of course he is. You must have read of him being appointed 
the head of the World Research Expedition even if you missed all 
the furore when he was taken ill so mysteriously.’ 

Rosabel sat completely still, a face tissue suspended in her hand. 
'Ill?' 

'So you don't know him that well after all? They'd only been gone 
a few weeks when Dr. Carver picked up some peculiarly rare bug 
in the East Indies. They shipped him home and for ages he was at 
death's door with our old Professor, Sir William Kellar-Littler, 
nearly doing his nut. When he did get him on his feet it was only 
to find he was subject to blackouts, severe headaches and 
temporary amnesia. They tried all kinds of treatments, I believe, 
and then he suddenly disappeared from the hospital. I heard from 
one of the girls who was specialling him that he more or less 
discharged himself and that he and the Prof had a row in which he 
washed his hands of him. Of course it was just a rumour. I've heard 
since that the Prof sent him off on holiday on condition he 
continued with the drugs he'd been having and that he reported 
every so often and let Sir William know how he was doing. But 
how do you come to know him, Roz?’ 



'He's a friend of Peter's.’ Rosabel told herself she was telling the 
strict truth. 

As she climbed into bed Joan's eyes twinkled. 'Oh, I see,' she 
remarked lightly. ’That’s why he's turned up in Gibraltar, is it?’ and 
she turned off the bedside light. 

’Honestly, Joan -' 

Joan laughed in the darkness. 'All right, sweetie, I didn't mean to 
tease or pry. Good night now,' and Rosabel smiled to herself as she 
snuggled down. Trust Joan to come up trumps! She would wait 
patiently to be told the whole story in Rosabel’s good time. 

Rosabel wasn't too surprised when there was a ring at the bell the 
following morning. She and Joan had joined Mrs. Rivers on the 
balcony for a late breakfast, and as Robert came out to greet them 
she knew this was just what she had expected. 

She watched him curiously, trying to see him with an unbiased 
eye, as he talked to Airs. Rivers and Joan. It was quite obvious that 
they liked him already despite the briefness of their acquaintance - 
and when he asked if he might take Rosabel out to lunch, they took 
it for granted that Rosabel was willing to go. 

There was silence for a few moments after they had got into the 
hired car and Robert had set it in motion. 'Where are we going?’ 
Rosabel asked in a small voice. 

Somehow Robert's profile was not very reassuring. 'Round to the 
eastern side. I've rooms in a hotel there.' 

The drive took place in almost complete silence. Apart from a 
chance remark on the wonderful water catchments, the purported 
length of the tunnels inside the Rock itself and the general charm 



of the place, he said little. When he had driven through a small 
village, now athrong with holiday-makers, and parked the car in 
front of the hotel, he steered her through the foyer, down a corridor 
at right angles to the main entrance and then down a flight of stairs 
into what was obviously a new wing. 

He turned into a corridor and opened a door about halfway along. 
The small entrance led into a sunny sitting-room with french doors 
leading on to a balcony hanging over the water. To her right 
Rosabel caught a glimpse of a bedroom and bathroom before 
Robert gently pushed her forward and she walked out through the 
sitting-room and on to the balcony itself, furnished with a table 
and two comfortable, well-upholstered chairs. 

But Rosabel's glance at the sparkling greeny-blue waters, the 
magnificent sea-view was fleeting. She turned to face Robert 
feeling somehow it was she who was on the defensive. 

Before she could utter a word he advanced purposefully towards 
her saying, 'Before we settle our differences there’s something I 
want to do,’ and he took her firmly in his arms and kissed her lips. 

But Rosabel's head was so full of questions that she was unable to 
give the romantic moment her full attention. Instead of melting 
against his manly bosom as any proper heroine of fiction would 
have done she raised her head and demanded, 'Who told you you 
could kiss me? Certainly not that girl who arrived in Bannford so 
inopportunely.’ 

Robert's eyes danced. 'No, as a matter of fact it was Professor Sir 
William Keller-Littler who gave me permission to kiss you now 
I'm pronounced Al, and do you mean to tell me, my jealous little 
love, that you didn't recognize the world-famous model Gwennie 
Carver?’ 



Rosabel's figure, still encircled by his arms, remained completely 
immobile for one astounded moment as she took in this piece of 
information. She raised questioning eyes to his amused face. 'Your 
sister?’ 

'None other. She'd just returned from six months in the States and 
of course, hearing that I'd been on the sick list, she couldn't wait to 
see her loving brother. An impulsive sort of girl, my sister, but 
then I'm used to impulsive girls,’ and the mocking devils in his 
eyes laughed at her once again. ’Now can you keep quiet for one 
minute while I take the Prof's prescription properly and complete 
my cure,’ and his mouth met hers for the second time. 

He could certainly find no fault on this occasion with Rosabel's 
concentration. Little did he know that now she was giving the 
moment her full attention it was even more heart-stopping than his 
first kiss. She felt as she had known she would feel one day with 
some man - warm, protected, completely right, and with her 
quickened heartbeats sounding like a drum. 

As he released her Rosabel felt for a chair and sat down quickly 
before her rubbery knees buckled under her. 'No one would ever 
guess you'd been ill. And that reminds me - why all the secrecy? 
Why didn't you tell me the real trouble instead of letting me make 
a fool of myself imagining you were an alcoholic?’ 

Robert sat down in the other chair and reached for her hands. 
Holding them in a comforting clasp, he replied ruefully, 'I'm sorry 
about that, my sweet. But it was so funny the way you 
immediately jumped to the conclusion that because I had dizzy 
spells and you saw me once or twice in the Fisherman's Arms with 
a glass of ginger ale in my hand, I must be a dipsomaniac. I'm 
afraid my perverted sense of humour came to the surface and I 
neglected to put you right.’ 



'But your driving licence?' Rosabel asked him. 


'Well, of course they had to suspend it. Not because of drunken 
driving, as you so promptly surmised, but because when I arrived 
in Bannford and for several months previously I'd been having 
blackouts. They couldn't risk me having one at the wheel of a car, 
so my licence was temporarily withdrawn. They weren't to know 
that I was going to be loved and coerced into good health again so 
soon by the sweetest girl in Scotland,’ and he lifted first one hand 
and then the other and kissed her fingers. 

Rosabel sat looking down at the rough brown hair. ’Nonsense,' she 
replied softly. 'Whatever your Prof was giving you must have 
already begun to take effect.’ 

Robert sat back, releasing her. 'Well, all I know is I'd been taking 
the same drugs for some time without any visible improvement. It 
seems too much of a coincidence that they should suddenly have 
started to act just when I met you. No, I believe you cured me, just 
as I cured you of your feeling of guilty responsibility for that 
Johnston chap. You'd have married him and been miserable ever 
after if I hadn't happened along.’ 

Rosabel laughed shakily. 'Both saved from a fate worse than death, 
then, in your opinion?’ 

Robert leaned back and surveyed her with satisfaction. 'You might 
say so. In fact when you've apologized for running away so 
impulsively and unnecessarily without giving me a chance to 
explain we might have a drink to celebrate our engagement, don't 
you think?’ 

Rosabel gasped. 'You haven't asked me yet,’ she managed to 
stammer out indignantly. 



Robert got to his feet and pulled her out of her chair. 'My dear girl, 
I've been doing nothing else one way and another for weeks. If 
you're expecting me to go down on one knee, think again. I'm not 
the sort. But I do love you dearly, and from the expression in your 
eyes last night, I think the feeling is reciprocated. So shall we skip 
all the verbal sparring and get down to brass tacks? Such as what 
sort of a ring you'd like, and whether a Christmas wedding would 
appeal? I know a rather jolly little inn way up in the Austrian Alps 
which would make an ideal honeymoon hotel. How about it?’ 

Rosabel looked up. What did it matter if he had misled her 
deliberately and her pride was a little bruised? She couldn't 
imagine going on with her life without him. 

She stood on tiptoe, slid two loving arms round his neck and laid 
her cheek against his. 

'Yes, please,’ she replied in a very small voice, and hugged him 
close. 



